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at the bottom of 
your garden
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For some reason, everybody we 
talked to about this subject was 
bashful. Are these matters taboo?
by Mike Cahill
There are hundreds of other 
species of hallucinogenic plants oc- 
curing naturally on the Australian 
continent. There may be thousands 
more native species which contain 
psychoactive properties. The warning 
however is: “ It’s bad news to go 
out tasting them as very little is 
known about their poisonous qualit­
ies or the dosage required.” These 
are thoughts of a young Melbourne 
ethno-botanist.
The ethno-botanist is one of a 
new breed of scientist involved 
mainly in the study of native euphoric 
plants used culturally by indigenous 
people.
“There are new plants being dis­
covered in Australia all the time,” my 
informant tells me. “Who knows 
what the new species of hallucino­
genic plants are growing in dense 
Australian bush and forest land? 
There are areas in south western 
Tasmania, for example, which are 
virtually unexplored even today.”
Because the continent is so ecol­
ogically isolated many plants with 
psychoactive properties are restricted 
solely to Australia.
“There are likely to be more 
than one thousand plants with halluc­
inogenic properties growing here 
which will not be found anywhere 
else. Significant areas of study are 
the north Queensland rainforest and 
the Victorian alps. In many of these 
areas already man has laid waste the 
natural ecology so we may never 
know what exactly grew there.”
The scientist declines to be named. 
Most of his work is undertaken in­
dependently, and he stresses the 
powers-that-be look very unkindly 
on the type of research he is doing.
“Because of the life-style of Aus­
tralian Aborigines there is very little 
evidence they relied heavily on hal­
lucinogens as being culturally sig­
nificant. Tribal blacks living in South 
Australia come the nearest we know 
to regular use of a euphoric. Depen­
ding on where they were on their 
walkabouts some of the males would 
be sent out to semi-arid areas to col­
lect an indigenous plant called Pit- 
churi (Duboisia Hopwoodii).
“The drug is a tobacco-like in­
toxicant they used to chew. There 
is little evidence it was used cul­
turally but probably it parallels the 
way Niuginiana. chew beetle-nut.
“Psilocybin mushrooms grow all 
over the continent but there is little 
evidence they were used by Blacks. 
Of course certain tribes placed a 
taboo on plants or fungi containing 
‘evil spirits’.”
Culturally the use of hallucino­
gens occurs only where races of 
people leading a more “advanced” 
life-style have settled in one area for 
centuries and are well versed in native 
flora.
“In most tribes control of drug 
usage was naturally the role of the 
medicine man and the tribe would 
probably only go tripping two or 
three times a year and then only on 
occasions of great cultural signific­
ance.”
Cannabis, says the botanist, oc­
curs naturally in Australia.
“It probably got here as the result 
of a natural plant invasion from 
South-east Asia. It is unfortunate for 
dope-smokers that Australia never 
had a Cannabis industry. During the 
last war, for example, in the States 
cannabis was a mammoth industry 
established because jute-supplies, nor­
mally used for making rope, were 
controlled mainly by the Axis powers.
“ Areas where it occurs naturally in 
Australia are likely to be in the 
north Australian temperate zone, 
areas like that around the Hunter 
River.”
Australia is highly likely to have 
the highest amount of psycho-active 
plant species in the world. “This 
is hard to establish,” says the botan­
ist, “but because there is so little 
we know about naturally-occuring 
plants and their properties there are 
sure to be a vast number of Species 
with hallucinogenic properties to 
which only certain chemicals need 
be added to make them sure-fire 
tripping material.”
On imported plants: “ I just hap­
pened on a mescaline-cactus which 
does not grow here naturally but is 
on sale legally at most nurseries.. Its 
name is Trichocereus Pachanoi and 
it contains about one quarter the 
amount of mescaline to tissue ratio 
as Peyote,
“We haven’t yet worked out how 
best to extract the mescaline.
“Brunfelsia, which does not grow 
here naturally contains the active 
ingredient scolopamine and it grows 
in gardens across most of the south­
ern half of Australia. God knows
how many other imported hallucino­
gens there are growing in suburban 
gardens which have been imported 
from overseas.”
Below is a list of well-known hal­
lucinogens occuring naturally in 
Australia:
Amanita Muscaria: (red & white 
mushroom) Old Siberian tribes dis­
covered that the intoxicating prin­
ciples were excreted unaltered through 
the kidneys, so they refined the 
poisonous mushroom by drinking the 
urine of the tripper they considered 
most expendable. Being male suprem-
acists, they delegated the refining job 
to women.
Atropa: (belladonna) containing 
the active ingredient scopolamine 
can cause irritability, delusions of 
mood and consciousness and vivid 
hallucinations.
Cannabis: The world’s most widely 
used hallucinogen.
Cytisus: An hallucinogenic flow­
ering shrub growing mainly in South 
Australia.
Datura: Was used religiously by 
the Aztecs. Can be smoked with 
marijuana, causes thirst, dilation of 
the pupils apd hallucinations. An 
overdose can result in convulsions, 
delirium and death.
Heimia: The wilted leaves are 
crushed in water and the juice set out 
in the sun to ferment. It is mildly j 
intoxicating can cause drowsiness and 
the illusion your surroundings are 
shrinking. It can also cause auditory
hallucinations.
Hyoscyamus niger: An halluc­
inogenic narcotic containing scolo- 
pomine.
Ipomoea: (morning glory) Used 
in religious and magic rites by the 
Aztecs, mashed morning glory seeds 
have pain killing properties and pro­
duce an hallucinatory trance-like 
sleep preceeded by intoxication.
Justicia: Hallucinogenic qualities.
Mandragora officinarum: (man­
drake) A Toxic plant with hallucino­
genic qualities.
Mimosa hostilis: “Glorious visions 
of the spirit world.”
Myristica: (nutmeg and mace) 
People have died from eating only 
two or three nutmegs. This is a pop­
ular narcotic in South east Asia and 
several teaspoons of crushed nutmeg 
are taken orally. The effects vary 
but can cause distortion of time and 
space, dizziness, dry mouth and 
headaches along with visual halluc­
inations. Nutmeg is also mentioned as 
an aphrodisiac.
Peganum: A perennial plant about 
50 cm high growing in South Aus­
tralia has been long esteemed in folk 
medicine. Hallucinogenic.
Psilocybe yungensis: (psilocybn 
mushroom) Hallucinogenic.
Psychotria: A hallucinatory drink 
which has played an important role 
in folk medicine.
Sophora: (mescal beans) can cause 
death by asphyxiation.
Trichocereus pachanoi: mescaline 
cactus.
The following are a list of further 
plants and fungi found in Australia 
and contian hallucinogenic properties 
but about which little else is known.
Brunsfeldia “yesterday, today and 
tomorrow” ; Calea; Colens salvia; 
Enythoxylum coca (a source for 
cocaine) (This grows wild in Queens­
land.); Erythriana; Galbulimima; Les- 
pedeza bicolon; Lobelia; Mesembry 
anthemum; Oportia cylindrica; Pan­
cratium; Passiflora; Pernettya; Pit- 
churi; Rhynchosia; Zygophyllum 
labago.
The detective at the Melbourne 
drug bureau requested anonymity. 
He wasn’t au fait with all this botany, 
and said:
“ Psilocybin and Psilocin are il­
legal — these are known as magic 
mushies. Then there is that trumpet 
plant. I forget the name of it, but 
it has long, trumpet-shaped flowers. 
There was one growing in my street, 
until I had it uprooted.”
Perhaps he referred to Angel’s 
Trumpet.
A pharmacist with the Health 
Department was similarly bashful. 
He explained the situation: “ Under 
schedule 7 of the Poisons Act (Vic.) 
1962 & Amendments, the only hal­
lucinogens gazetted as illegal are ly­
sergic acid, mescaline, psiolocybin 
and psilocin.”
The pharmacist had heard of other 
naturally occurring mind-benders. 
Scolopamine, for example, of which 
he said: “ It is an ingredient of hyo- 
cine, the truth drug, but you could 
no more say it was an hallucinogen 
than you could fly over the moon.”
The pharmacist said a lot of nat­
ural tripping was not the product of 
the chemicals ingested so much as the 
impressionability of some personal­
ities, He drew an analogy with the 
behaviour of young children who “can 
get blind drunk on one glass of 
beer.”. He also mentioned the use of 
a car sickness tablet (apparently 
Avil) which some people were taking. 
My experienced informants assure me 
it’s a bummer.
The pharmacist closed with this 
request:
ml wish you would warn your 
readers not to try any drugs or 
plants that they may read about as 
being hallucinogenic, as many of them 
could be toxic, and the result could 
be fatal.”
A tropa 
Belladonna
Hyoscyamus
Niger
Datura
Metel
A sharpie number at our place:
Ten demons 
on four diggers
by
Bruce Hanford
Sue Cassio, 6st., 5ft., sets The 
Digger's type, runs the switch, and 
handles the mail and subscriptions. 
She was standing in the kitchen 
when the doorbell rang, about 11.15. 
She could see down the long hallway, 
as Ian McCausland, lOst. 5 lbs, 6 fit., 
answered the door,
Neil McDonald, about 14st., 6ft. 
lin,, was smiling. He is a red-headed, 
freckled detective, with orange eyes, 
and he spends his dress allowance 
on becoming ochres and browns. 
Standing behind his was rover-sized 
Burridge, smaller, older and greyer.
They asked McCausland if this 
were the registered office of High 
Times Pty. Ltd. He told them it was.
Sue Cassio rang my phone in the 
front office, upstairs, and said, “ the 
Victoria Police are here.”
I went downstairs, and invited 
McDonald and Burridge in, and gave 
them chairs.
“There’s no carpet on the floor,” 
Burridge remarked.
“We’re kind of a strapped oper­
ation,” I told him.
McDonald, seated on my left, had 
a clipboard and a copy of Digger 
No. 3. He clicked out his ballpoint, 
and wrote 11.21.
The two cops asked me a few 
questions which I was not inclined 
to answer. I said, “before we go 
further, I must ask you if this visit 
is in connection with a complaint 
or alleged offence involving this 
publication?”
“ Yes,” said McDonald.
There was some to-and-froing 
about the display of a certificate of 
registration. I suggested they ring, 
and make an appointment. I then 
asked if they were warranted to 
enter the premises, and when they 
said they were not, I ended their 
invitation to sit in here.
They were not smiling as they 
left.
About 3.15, Tess and I came 
back from the printers, who had 
also received a visit from McDonald 
and Burridge. I saw a new, white 
station waggon up the road, full of 
people. I waved, went inside and 
back upstairs to work.
About ten minutes later, the door 
bell rang, Tess shouted for me, and 
there was a sound of many large 
feet in our house.
I met four plainclothesmen at the 
head of the stairs, and asked them 
who they were. They said “ Victoria 
Police.” I asked them if they had 
come warranted, and they said they 
had. They said someone downstairs 
had the warrant. “Is all this yours?” 
one asked.
I said it was, and told them to 
get on with it. Downstairs I found 
a previous acquaintance, McDonald, 
who had a warrant, which he showed 
me. It was a longish warrant, which 
entitled its bearer to, among other 
things, “break doors” .
I found Sen. Sgt. McQueen in 
the front room, and made some 
suggestions about searching the 
house, to have both sides trouble. 
McQueen is an amiable, middle-aged 
man, who reminds me somewhat of 
a hobbit. Like some of the more 
senior men on the raid, he seemed 
a little sheepish about bringing eight 
plainclothesmen and two plain- 
clotheswomen into The Diggerb 
house.
McCausland later commented: “ It’s
like the old sharpie trick, you know? 
‘Give us any shit, and one phone 
call we’ll have four cars full of our 
mates here.’ ”
McQueen and I had the usual 
Smalltalk. He was wondering who 
was behind The Digger — who indeed? 
The ALP? Or worse . . .  I assured 
him that we had a backer, Peter 
Cox, a uni student, who’d raised a 
little money, and the rest of the 
capitalization was coming from the 
staff, who were working for low 
wages and a profit-sharing plan.
“So if you make a quid, there’s 
something in it for all of you, eh?” 
he said with a smile.
He must have known, as I went 
to ring up the radio and TV stations, 
that the zeal of certain of his troops 
had gotten us a thousand dollars or 
more of publicity that we could 
never have afforded.
Meanwhile, upstairs, some of the 
less experienced vice squad members 
were plowing through the mess that 
we work in, making it messier. A 
few of them boosted things that 
didn’t belong to them, like my notes 
on the abortion racket and Gazza 
Hutchinson’s legal research for his 
National Service case.
Downstairs, someone picked up 
the cartoon by Ian McCausland which 
appears on the back cover of this 
Digger, and carried it off as well. 
Perhaps it was offensive to police­
men.
They also took the office file 
copies of Digger No. 3, and the art 
work for it. Except for the rather 
inane jackdaw acts of some junior 
members, it was a model raid. I 
thanked McQueen & Co. for their 
courtesy.
“See you again,” said McDonald.
“ Undoubtedly,” I told him.
Channel 7’s Dan Webb showed 
up and made me a star. We got a bit 
of radio, but very little newspaper 
coverage. John Tidey, deputy news 
editor of The Age, told me they’d 
run three pars in the first edition, 
in the news briefs on page 3, but 
all the briefs got bumped in the 
second edition for a story about 
Will Willis, the Hare Krishna cat, 
getting released from gaol. It was a 
good story, and had a photo to go 
with it. I told him I’d try to get 
their photographer down quicker if 
we were hassled again.
In Sydney, the Daily Telegraph 
gave us a good run, without a pic­
ture.
On Friday, I went around to the 
vice squad offices in Alfred Crescent, 
North Fitzroy, and Sgt. O’Brien gave 
me most of the stuff that had been 
wrongfully seized. So we’ve got Mac’s 
cartoon. The abort notes are still 
missing.
Some of the zealots have harrassed 
a few of our outlets in Victoria, 
which they’re apparently entitled to 
do, without showing cause. The law 
in this area is peculiar. The police 
can seize copies on warrant, and can 
damage us commercially by harass­
ment, on the authority of proceedings 
(warrant applications) where we are 
not represented. They can take their 
sweet time issuing a summons to take 
us to court, where we have to show 
cause why the seized copies of our 
paper should not be destroyed.
It’s a matter of being punished 
before you’re accused, and then hav­
ing to prove you’re not guilty. We 
are looking forward to getting the 
matter into a court.
1 he Dirty Digger
O ctober 7 — O ctober 21
Apology
The co-editors of the Digger regret 
the publication of a sentence in 
Digger No. 2, dated 9—23 September, 
1972, and offer their unqualified 
apology to the Town Clerk of the 
City of Fitzroy, John James.
We specifically withdraw the 
statement that “The ALP’s old 
guard got the Town Clerk to give 
his casting vote for Davies . . .”
We are satisifed that Mr James’ 
decision was made impartially, with 
integrity and without regard to polit­
ical factions or influence. The Digger 
repudiates any suggestion that he 
acted otherwise and deeply regrets 
any inference that he acted improp­
erly or not in good faith.
Diseases we share (II):
Thrush, trike, 
or is it your 
orgasms?
It is The Digger’s policy not to 
run pseudonyms, if there's any way 
out o f it. The “diseases we share” 
articles, an occasional series, present 
a problem. Even those correspon­
dents who are quite willing to put 
their name to their pieces are oblig­
ated to their friends in complicated 
ways. So the correspondents will be 
anonymous.
The symptoms cannot be ignored. 
There’s something built into your 
sexual conditioning that leaves you 
pondering the maudlin effects of
your nose dropping off, that gives 
you sudden visions of impending 
insanity from creeping years of V.D. 
But beyond these subjective prob­
lems, your conditioning puts you 
into a bind every time you feel like 
scratching your vulva in the bus, 
tram, street or whatever.
Nearly every woman experiences 
a vaginal infection at least once in 
her life, and many experience these 
problems much more frequently; I’ve 
been for 14 examinations in the past
five years. Not one of these infec­
tions has been Official V.D., that 
is, gonorrheoa, or syphilis. They have 
always been either trike (trichomonas) 
or thrush (monilia) infections, both 
of which are much more common 
than the clap or the pox, and both 
of which are much less understood. 
In fact, you’ll find the names of 
neither of them in the Shorter Ox­
ford Dictionary, either under collo­
quial or medical names — “thrush” 
is defined as a disease of the lips
and throat.
Thrush used to be uncommon, 
but the pill fixed that. Apparently 
the hormones upset the balance of 
secretions in the vagina, producing 
more of one thing than the other, and 
thus producing the symptoms. Thrush 
you just get, arid it isn’t very con­
tagious.
Trike, on the other hand, is some­
thing you can catch, and transfer. 
Unless you both take a simultaneous 
course of the appropriate drug
(Flagyl) a steady male partner can 
transfer it back to you, although in 
males the disease doesn’t usually 
produce any noticeable symptoms.
Doctors are usually male, and 
going to see them about a vaginal 
infection can be an exercise in ab­
surdity. Some cannot explain what 
you have to you, and if you visit 
as many of them as I have, and re­
ceive as large a number of varying 
scripts as I have, you’ll begin to 
wonder if this lack of communication 
is merely due to an emotional hang­
up, or something worse, like ig­
norance.
After the first few attendences at 
a G.P.’s surgery, the fear ceases, 
and you’re possessed of a tired, war- 
weary foreknowledge of what is to 
take place.
He says: “What seems to be the 
matter?”
You say: “I have a vaginal in­
fection.”
He says: “What are your symp­
toms?”
You say: “ I have a vaginal itch 
(which is killing me) and a discharge.
He says: “All right, take off your 
clothes and lie down on the bed.”
The radiator is 12 feet away and 
feeble and you lie there with your 
pubic hairs standing on end, and he 
slaps on the gloves and tells you to 
roll onto your side, put one knee 
under chin, keep the other leg straight 
and push your bum out toward him.
After the finger grope, he says: 
“Mmmm, yes. Mmmm. Just stay 
where you are.”
Having scant regard for the ig­
nobility of your situation, the
— Continued on Page 10
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Cheapo 
offer expires!
On account of the first 100 
people have subscribed at the 
throwaway rate of $5, that exercise 
has closed. Subscriptions are now 
at the regular rate of $7.80 a 
year.
BUT!!! although we cannot offer 
any bribes at this stage for the city 
dweller we have two offers still 
extant.
PEASANT OFFER: Any Person 
whose postcode lies 25 miles from 
a capital city is entitled to sub­
scribe at the incredibly silly price 
of $5 for 12 months.
REPRESSED PERSONS OF< 
FER: This is somewhat difficult 
to communicate to them, but those 
persons who live in the Ungodly 
State. Queensland, can also sub­
scribe at $5 for a year. Even City 
Dwellers. If you happen to know 
anyone living up there, please tell 
‘em. Without distribution we can’t.
Sue Cassio,
Subscriptions Manager,
The Digger,
58 Canterbury Road,
Middle Park, 3206.
Deftr Sue,
I enclose my cheque/postal 
order for $7.80/$5.00 ($5.00 
subs are only available to sub­
scribers living outside a 25 
mile radius of capital cities, 
or in Queensland). Please put 
me down for one year’s sub­
scription to The Digger (26 
issues).
Name
Address
.P’code
RM IT students 
confront VS 
onDD
This week the SRC of the Royal 
Melbourne Institute of Technology 
resolved to give financial support to 
Peter Hill, 21, the editor of the 
RMIT paper, Catalyst, to pay for 
legal proceedings arising from issue 
No. 15. Hill has received two sum­
mons to appear on charges of publish­
ing an obscenity.
The allegations pertaih to a car­
toon strip which is a regular feature 
of Catalyst, called “Degenerate Dan” . 
In Issue No. 15, the strip included a 
large frame showing a person on a 
toilet seat eating instant shit (‘just 
add water’). “Degenerate Dan” is 
signed by “ C. Rutch” , a pseudonym 
for an RMIT graphics student, whose 
identity Hill has refused to reveal.
“ Degenerate Dan” has its detrac­
tors at RMIT, notably Walter Gear, 
whose letters of complaint have been 
published in Catalyst. Gear has 
stressed the anti-Christian nature of 
the strip.
In latter days, “Degenerate Dan” 
has been transmogrified into “Gener­
ous Daniel” , a do-gooder who does 
very little at all. “Generous Daniel” 
cartoon strips have been signed “ I. 
M. Kleene” .
The changes that Degenerate has 
gone through,areiillustrated by selec­
ted frames from issues Nos. 11, 12, 
and 18 of Catalyst. Is the evolution 
of Generous Daniel an instance of 
the manifestation of The Doctrine 
of Christian Perfection?
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BOOKS
Make cheques payable to Hightimes 
I  Pty. Ltd. crossed not negotiable.
Sydney 
Third World
1. Pantie Parade
2. Primal Scream, Janov
3. Child’s Garden of Grass
4. Mother Earth News No. 16
5. Sometime A Great Notion
Abbey’s
1. Papillion
2. Crystal Cave
3. One Day in the Life of 
Ivan Denisovich
4. „ Slaughter House 5
5. Thanks To The Yanks
Adyar
1. Music The Key Note of 
Evolution
2. Manmade Clear For The 
Nuclear Age
3. The Power Of The Sub­
conscious Mind
4. Your Days Are Numbered
5. The Prophet
Angus and Robertson
1. The World of Irving Wallace
2. The Osterman Weekend, 
Ludlum
3. The Flesheaters
4. Secrecy
5. The Movement
Clays
1. Inside Australia and New 
Zealand, Gunther
2. Asher Lev, Potok
Melbourne
Collins Book Depot
1. The 12th Man, Whitington
2. Honour Thy Father, Talese
3. Elvis, Hopkins
4. Paul, Envoy Extraordinaire, 
Muggeridge
5. Catch Me A Columbus, 
Durrell
Methodist Book Depot
1. The Godfather, Puzo
2. Q.B.7, Uris
3. The Crisis Of Loyalty,
Grant
4. Crisis on the Land, Ander­
son
5. The Prophet, Gibran
The Paperback
1. Chariot of the Gods
2. Count your Dead, Rowe
3. In Watermelon Sugar, 
Brautigan
4. Coles Funny Picture Book 
(reprint)
5. Drugs of Hallucination,
Cohen
Robertson & Mullens 
H The Crisis of Loyalty,
Grant
2. Secrecy, Spigelman
3. The Movement, Ormonde
4. To Serve Them All My 
Days, Denderfield
5. The 12th Man
Readings
1. Dialect of Sex, Firestone
2. Love and Will, May
3. One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s 
Nest, Kesey
4. Demian, Hesse
5. The Favourite Game, Cohen
Space Age Books
1. Knots, R.D. Lang
2. Reason & Violence,
R.D. Lang & D. Cooper
3. Rolling Stone Interviews
4. Mysterious Unknown,.
Robert Charroux
5. Gateway to Hell,
Dennis Wheatley
RECORDS
Sydney 
David Jones
1. Catch Bull At Four, Cat Stevens
2. Slade Alive
3. Never a Dull Moment, Rod 
Stewart
4. Moods
5. Aztecs Live
Palings
1. Catch Bull At Four, Cat Stevens
2. Slade Alive
3. Tea For The Tillerman.
Cat Stevens
4. Teaser And The Firecat,
Cat Stevens
5. Thick As A Brick, Jethro Tull 
Nicholson’s
1. Never A Dull Moment,
Rod Stewart
2. The Slider T. Rex
3. Slade Alive
4. Demons and Wizards, Uriah 
Heep
. 5. Cocker Happy
Martha’s Record Farm
1. Catch Bull At Four, Cat Stevens
2. Never A Dull Moment, Rod 
Stewart
3. Slade Alive
4. Ziggy Stardust and the
Spidermen From Mars, David 
Bowie
5. A Space in Time 
Edles
1. Slade Alive
2. Thick As A Brick, Jethro Tull
3. Schools Out
4. Honkie Chateau
5. Space In Time
Melbourne
Allans
1. Slade Alive, Slade
2. Machine Head, Deep Purple
3. Live At Sunbury, Aztecs
4. School’s Out, Alice Cooper
5. Catch Bull At Four,
Cat Stevens
Brashes
1. Catch Bull At Four
2. Never a Dull Moment
3. Thick As A Brick
4. A Song For You
5. Demons & Wizards
Discurio
1. Never a Dull Moment
2. Santana, Miles Live
3. Catch Bull at Four
4. Thick as a Brick
5. The Slider, T. Rex
Gregory Young 
The Record Collector
1. Catch Bull At Four
2. Never A Dull Moment
3. Slade Alive, Slade
4. R. Certificate Songbook,
Hanley
5. Moods, Neil Diamond
Record Centre
1. Slade Alive
2. Catch Bull At Four 
3 Thick As A Brick
A . Never A Dull Moment 
5. Live At Sunbury
Head Down Imports
1. Santana, Miles Live
2. Never A Dull Moment
3. Muddy Waters London Sessions
4. Waka Jawaka/Hot Rats, Frank 
Zappa
5. Just Another Band from L.A., 
Mothers of Invention.
FESTIVALS: At Ann Arbor they 
promised blues and jazz and de­
livered . . .  at Bull Island they 
promised superstars and all was 
chaos
ROGER COOK: How one-half of a 
very successful songwriting team 
stays basic By Judith Sims
TEXAS MUSIC HALL: The history 
of Austin’s Armadillo World 
Headquarters, aka “Uncle Zeke’s 
Rock Emporium”
By Chet F lippo
ABORTION KING: His company 
manufactures bomb parts; on the 
side he runs a “family planning” 
service By Terence Sheridan
PERSPECTIVES: News, newspapers 
and The Big Lie
By Ralph J. Gleason
US PRESS CORPS: Behind the 
headlines . i . Who is Walter 
Mears? What is pack journalism? 
Why did Cronkite leave the press
hus? By Timothy Crouse
SAM PECKINPAH: On location in 
Texas and Mexico; “OP Sam 
Pee will over-learn you every 
single friggin’ time”
By Grover Lewis 
THE BIG M: Mario Medious, Record 
Promotion Man: “If I tell you an 
ant can pull a locomotive, you 
better hook him up”
By Stu Werbin 
NEAL’S ASHES: The ashes of Neal 
Cassady are contained in a silver- 
gray rayon drawstring bag . . .
By Gina Berriault
REVIEWS........................................ .
AUSTRALIAN NOTES..................I
No.ll9on sale now at most newsagents 60c
Digger 
and dreams
The Digger has improved incred­
ibly from issue one but it has always 
been a dream of mine to come across 
a paper that would measure, say 
8” x 6” — all tiny and easy to handle. 
Sigh. Failed again. Anyway, thank 
you for the thing on “Diseases We 
Share” — certainly very interesting 
*- but don’t forget to include salping­
itis — this is an exclusively female 
disease (of the fallopian tube) 
and is sheer hell. (I have done battle 
with it twice).
Also, in your dope series — could 
you do a modern day rundown on the 
legal status (or non-) of mushrooms, 
and point: out loopholes (that I think 
exist, as far as I know, anyway) 
with stuff like morning glory arid 
Hawaiian wood rose seeds.
I have two ‘‘recipes’ (complete 
directions, amounts) for the process­
ing of acid from morning glory (arid 
one of these apply to woodrose) — 
one terrible simple the other more 
complicated but neither require a 
lab, explosive chemicals or extensive 
scientific knowledge (in fact, prob­
ably nope at all).
Alison 
Potts Point
Advice from  
Frankston
For some time now I’ve been 
thinking Melbourne needs some kind 
of comprehensive entertainment-type 
guide. Your Melbourne Flyer supple­
ment is shaping up to be an inter­
esting and useful attempt.
Some suggestions:
*A selection of suburban coffee 
shops. Many of these are run as no­
profit youth ventures. For example, 
here in Frankston there is Icthus, 
and the new bible-basher-backed Way 
Out coffee shop. Nearby is Tiger’s 
Eye in Beaumauris and Mother Earth 
in Chelsea.
♦Additions to your Help category; 
(1) Universities have warm places to 
sit, libraries and union houses in 
particular, (2) You can get free 
coffee if you give a pint of blood 
tQ the Red Cross in Flinders Street, 
(3) The Council for Civil Liberties’ 
“ Handbook of Citizens’ Rights” is 
useful (50 cents at newsagents).
Stephen Wilboume,
Frankston, Vic.
Editor's Note: The Melbourne 
Flyer is distributed free with Mel­
bourne copies of The Digger. The 
Sydney Flyer is now under prep­
aration. Any more tips for either 
Flyer will be happily welcomed 
at the appropriate Digger office .
A pox on 
your herpes
As a one time fellow-sufferer of 
herpe^, I hope I may be able to help 
your correspondent with some in­
formation.
My first attack was widespread 
and pretty long lasting, but I was 
put onto an ointment called “Stoxil” 
(no prescription needed) which ap­
peared to stop it spreading, though 
didn’t heal it. It continued to recur, 
sometimes after a few days, some­
times a few months.
After about three years of this, I 
again asked my G.P. if he had any 
new ideas, and he suggested innoc- 
ulation with the cow pox vaccine 
used against small pox. He’d treated 
about five people in this way, with 
success each time; It took five or 
six shots, about two weeks apart,
but in the end it cured tl?e herpes. 
Eight months later, I have not had a 
recurrence, though the G.P. said a 
booster could be necessary any time 
after six months. Nobody seems to 
know how or why it works, but 
apparently it does.
Another interesting point about 
this curse is that there appears to be 
a statistical link , between genital 
herpes and cervical cancer. This fact 
is of great medical interest since it 
appears to link cancer with viral 
ihfectforis.' i t  is also o f  practical 
interest to; sufferers and their friends, 
Since you may not want to fuck when 
afflicted, quite apart from whether it 
hurts.
Good luck,
f Rick Mohr,
Balmain, N.S. W.
Protest
re: Beckett’s review of Castaneda. 
I considered writing to you, to ask 
what you think you’re doing when 
you print this sort of stuff, but I 
just couldn‘t be bothered.
Clive Aspen 
Stirling, S.A.
What about Ned Kelly?
Do you know the full factual Story? Have 
you ever read the sequences that led up to 
his Mother's last words to him — 'Mind 
you die like a Kelly, Ned!' "Ned Kelly" 
is one of the Great and fascinating Stories 
of Australian History, and this new, never- 
before-published Book with startling facts, 
is one of this Set of Five Outstanding Aus­
tralian Volumes offered by the Australian 
Publishing Co. — Fine books, which are not 
only a pleasure to read, but a pleasure to. 
own, A Wonderful Set for the Entire Family 
to read the history of the Colourful Char­
acters of Australia's past.
A Wonderful Set to give as a gift to any­
one in Australia or to friends overseas (we 
pay postage to any address at no extra 
cost).
Plus, FOR A LIM ITED PERIOD, FREE 
with every Set are Five Magnificent Sketches 
by an Australian 
Artist specially 
commissioned 
, for this
introductory 
Offer.
EXTRA BONUS
FREE
5 art reproductions
"N E D  K E LLY "
This is the first complete and factual life Story of Ned Kelly. From  
his birth, early trouble with the police, his fearless and daring ex­
ploits, the Bank holdups, the Glenrowan A ffair, Capture, Execution and 
afterwards. Startling new information on the Kelly Gang, never b e fo re  
published and complete with photos and A rt Work depicting the ex­
ploits, deeds and life o f this rebel.
"G O LD EN  ERA"
Gold in Australia and all the excitement that went w ith it. Kalgoorlie,
Coolgardie and the action in the west at that tim e — The Gold Rushes 
of Victoria, Bendigo, Ballarat and the full account o f the Eureka Stockade, 
etc. Gold strikes in all States — All amazing true Storeis as big as Australia 
itself. Fully illustrated.
"C O N VIC TS OF VA N  D IEM EN 'S  LA N D "
The Cruel Days of the Penal Settlements — Port Arthur and the misery 
of these unfortunate men — The daring the courage o f a few makes this 
an unforgettable book o f the history o f Australia's past. An eyeopener 
with facts that will make you gasp.
"C A PTA IN  JAMES COOK"
The true and accurate Story of Captain Cook in Australia, plus his personal 
life. Live with Cook, his voyages on the New Holland Coast, Botany 
Bay. The Natives, Tragedy in North Queensland — Thrilling adventure 
should be read by every Australian.
"A U S TR A LIA 'S  PIONEERS"
These pioneers were the men and women who made Australia. These are 
their true stories — The people of the outback of Queensland, the inland 
pioneers o f the Northern Territory, the settlers of Western Australia,
South Australia, Victoria, Tasmania and New South Wales — Live with 
them their experiences, hopes, disappointments, good and bad times.
The trouble with the natives, the explorers, the courageous people of 
our past. A Book better than fiction that you w ill not be able to  
put down — A  Book about the real people o f this sunburnt country, that 
will make you proud to be an Australian.
FREE SKETCHES ID E A L  FOR F R A M IN G  -  Five Brand New, detailed A rt Reproductions, Free with the Five Volumes 
for early customers. These five Brilliant Sketches are of "Ned Kelly", "Captain Cook", "Harsh Treatment of Convicts", 
"Gold Stirke" and "Outback Pioneers".
B A R G A IN  PRICE SPECIAL! For a limited period, the price of the Complete Set of Five Australian Books, plus the Five 
Free Sketches is only $3.00. The Greetest Publishing Achievement of a lifetime — a Set of Australian Books you must 
have — setting true the facts in easy entertaining readable form  the stories fo  the famous Australians o f our past.
BY MAI L ORDER O N L Y  -  SEND COUPON NOW
To: R. Williams, Booksellers, Room 2, 10 Loch Street, West End, Queensland, 4101.
Please send to the address below the set o f Five Australian Books, plus the Five Free A rt Sketches. 
Enclosed is $3.00.
Name .......................... .......... ........| ..... .................................... ..................................................... (PLEASE PRINT)
’“I
Address......................................................... ..................................;...................... :....Post Code.
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by
Wendy Bacon 
and
Milena Damjanovic
Blacktown Boys’ and Girls’ High 
Schools were once one sdiool. Today, 
each with an attendance ~ of over 1ii 
thousand kids, they are divided by 
a line, a rock and three ‘‘Out of 
Bounds” signs. Not only are boys 
divided from girls, but in each school 
every form has its own section of 
the playground.
As is the practice nationwide, the 
school is geared to those few who 
will eventually get to university or 
teachers college. Subject choices av­
ailable are restricted to those which 
will cover university requirements. 
Those who do not achieve high grades 
are not encouraged to stay at school,* 
nor is much attention paid to their 
interests — they arq just “potential 
drop-outs.” .
Not surprisingly most kids are 
bored. Power points and windows 
are destroyed, desks are ripped up.
“They do it because they are 
shitted o ff with the curriculum be­
cause o f the way it is, it’s some­
thing that’s funny, they want the 
other kids to laugh because other­
wise they get bored out o f their 
brains. I t ’s a way o f attacking the 
school. ”
Kids who misbehave may some­
times be put in lower classes. The 
ultimate sanction is expulsion.
If school isn’t much chop, the 
alternative isn’t either.
“Many kids haven’t got jobs, 
some have jobs but they are not 
good jobs so they don’t stay . . .  kids 
don’t care about anything worth 
caring for.”
One quarter of the kids’ parents 
are on welfare — deserted wives’, 
widows’, invalid and unemployment. 
The rest have jobs which they prob­
ably don’t 1 like, but they stay in 
them because they have families and 
houses and cars to pay for. Some 
of them see ’ education as the way 
out for their kids.
Blacktown was established in the 
1880s as a small town about 20 
miles west of Sydney. Between 1950 
and ‘68 it was rapidly developed by 
large corporations and the Housing 
Commission, in a series of adjacent 
areas. The retail and entertainment 
facilities of this huge suburb are 
concentrated as its centre.
“A lot o f people in Blacktown 
have really good ideas and they 
want to do things, but it's hard to 
do things because o f the way this 
community's been set up. Black- 
town’s just too big, you don’t get 
to know anyone. Everyone has their 
own friends and enemies in the, street, 
where they live, but they are groups 
isolated from each other. Every time 
I go to the centre o f Blacktown I  
see people I  have never seen before. ”
For the adults, there are workers’ 
and RSL Clubs and pubs. For the 
kids, very Tittle is provided, what is 
provided obviously isn’t wanted be­
cause on their own account, kids 
find nothing to do in Blacktown. 
The local milk bar is a meeting 
place but the police hang around 
there. Most fun is “stirring.”
“Kids like causing trouble, for a 
lot o f kids in this area i t ’s fun, you 
know like going around and wrecking 
someone’s place, or scaring the shit 
out of someobdy, that’s fun. I t ’s 
hot people getting belted up or any­
thing, people aren’t scared o f going 
out on the streets,, but i t ’s a form of 
expression. Kids have always got to 
stir, they’ve got tox let something 
out. ”
Kids have been stirring in Black­
town since the fifties, but recently, 
some of the kids are changing. One 
boy described it, “ Kids don’t just 
say ‘shits’ or ‘finks’ anymore, they 
say ‘capitalist-cunts’. This might just 
sound like a catchcry but what it 
does mean is that ‘you don’t feel 
you’re doing something wrong inside, 
you feel you’re doing something 
right.’ ”
It used to be that anyone amongst 
the kids who dressed or spoke dif­
ferently was a ‘poser’, someone try­
ing to raise themselves above the 
others. This new group does not 
stifle differences. It attracts kids who 
already are ‘different’, and they find 
an acceptance here that was unavail­
able to them before. Distinct per­
sonalities are emerging in this atmos­
phere, individual abilities are expres­
sed freely (witticism, drawing, song 
making) and age differences become 
less relevant. The thing that unites 
them is a sense of oppression, a 
need to make a break from any 
and all stultifying influences.
It is not surprising that these 
kids have found themselves in con­
flict with the school administration, 
nor that Vince his arrival in 1971 
a focal point of their attack has 
vbeen Jack Kelly, headmaster.
“He forces you to go all the way 
out He’s a polarizer.”
Jack Kelly, a manual arts teacher, 
came to Blacktown from Ashfield 
High School where he was Deputy 
Head. When he first went to Ashfield, 
he was very energetic in his pursuit 
of Departmental regulations and 
school discipline, but then twice he 
failed to get the results needed to 
becQme a headmaster. After that he 
wasn’t so energetic.
uarly in his career Kelly had been 
the subject of a departmental inves­
tigation into indiscriminate caning.
At Ashfield he was better known 
for his interviewing techniques. It 
was said of him that if a boy 
wrote “ fuck” on the wall, Kelly 
would know who had done it in 
two hours, through his system of 
school spies. He interrogated boys, 
usually in the presence of witnesses, 
looking for confessions and infor­
mation, especially about their lives 
away from school.
In his last years at Ashfield, 30 
boys attended the school from Charl­
ton Boys Home. Kelly saw anything 
that went wrong in the school as 
emenating from the Charlton boys;
Shortly after he arrived at Black- 
town part of the school was burnt 
down. Two boys from the school 
were later charged by the police.
The hatred felt by the boys at 
Blacktown for their headmaster can 
be gauged from the fact that when it 
was announced earlier this year that 
Kelly had suffered a badly broken 
jaw in an accident, the school burst 
out cheering. s
While the Education Department 
has ultimate authority, it leaves 
nearly all decisions to the discretion 
of the headmaster. He can suspend a 
student and recommend that he 
shouldn’t be readmitted; he can inter­
fere with the methods and actions of 
his staff or ask for them to be trans­
ferred, he can decide when and 
what literature shall be distributed 
in the school. Complaints from parents 
are directed to him and he decides 
whether or not to follow them up. 
Kelly possesses and has used all these 
powers, but teachers and kids believe 
that it is' really Gormly, his assistant, 
who runs the school.
Gormly has been at the school 
for 12 years and has refused prom­
otion elsewhere twice. When some of 
the young teachers at the beginning 
of the year had hopes of passing 
some radical motions at Teachers’ 
Federation meetings, they told us 
they discovered, “Big «Jim Gormly 
ran the Federation, sort of controlled 
the staff room with his personality. 
It was only radical when Jim said it 
could be radical.” One of the boys 
said, “ When Gormly is talking to 
you, you get the impression that 
it’s you and him against the whole 
world . . . and it’s you and him 
against Kelly, ‘I know Kelly doesn’t 
know how to handle the school, but 
we’ve got to fight it.’ ” Whereas 
Kelly is everybody’s enemy, Gormly 
tries to be everybody’s friend.
The first Thursday of first term 
this year, a group of students called 
a meeting of fifth formers to discuss 
the idea of a Students’ school council, 
poor subject choices and their oppos­
ition to the prefect system. No teach­
ers attended this meeting and it was 
planned by students to call another 
similar meeting for further discussion 
the following Monday. Kelly, hearing 
of the first meeting, called an as­
sembly of fifth formers on the Mon­
day morning. Any future unauthor­
ised meetings in the school were 
banned. The students were told, how­
ever, that they could have a school 
council.-When the council was for­
med it consisted mainly of prefects, 
not of the boys who had really 
wanted it in the first place, and a 
Council motion suggesting that the 
areas for forms be abolished in the 
playground, they were told that this 
couldn’t be done. Some of the teach­
ers didn’t like the idea. The council 
was a failure to those who had first 
proposed it.
On the Monday after the fifth 
form meeting, Graeme Dunstan, a 
new teacher at the school, was called 
into the Area Inspector’s Office. 
He was there accused of being res­
ponsible for organising the meeting 
the previous week.
Several days later Kelly called 
Dunstan into his office and asked 
him what “ SYA” was. He told him it 
was the Socialist Youth Alliance. 
Kelly said that he had heard there 
were members in the school (this 
was in fact correct) and asked Graeme 
to pass on to him anything the kids 
told him of such activities.
A Drama Club was formed at the 
beginning of the year. A satirical 
review on the subject of the school 
was planned by Gary Young, a fourth 
former. The drama was stopped. 
“The headmaster reckoned this wasn’t 
theatre. He said the idea of theatre 
is to get something done and you 
bung it on in Education Week.” 
(Gary I Young)
At the same time, Imprimatur, a 
fourth form newspaper, was banned. 
Amongst those keenest to establish 
the newspaper was Gary Young. Prior 
to this year Gary was not known as 
a stirrer “ He didn’t get the cane or 
get called up for interviews.” The 
paper was given to  an English teacher, 
Phil Porter, who showed if to the 
headmaster. Kelly rejected it. Since 
•the boys had already taken a carbon 
copy of their newspaper, Imprimatur 
appeared anyway, together with a 
second issue which had already been 
prepared, ,
“The main argument o f the autho'r- 
ities against Imprimatur was that it 
was not representative o f the school, 
so kids from each form were elected 
to be on an editorial staff, plus three 
teachers as sub-editors, bu t no articles 
were written. Everyone was just 
crapped off, it was just another es­
tablishment thing. ”
During this period, boys were 
called up for interviews with Gormly
The deschoolingK o f  B lack tow n  H igh:
Get out o f my school, kid
Two boys expelled, one teacher forced to resign, another transferred, a student newspaper ban­
ned, a drama club destroyed, an Education Department enquiry instituted, a students union formed. 
All this has taken place at Blacktown Boys’ High School, in Sydney’s Western suburbs, this year. 
Many of these things form part of a pattern of repression in Australian schools.
But why have all these things happened at Blacktown?
“While one o f the tasks o f the 
school is to provide the opportun­
ity for each child to develop as an 
individual, the school should at the 
same time enhance his fitness to 
live as a member o f his present 
society and as an adult o f tomor­
row. The cultivation o f self- 
discipline and a sense o f individual 
responsibility should be an impor­
tant part o f the child’s training.
The child must learn to distinguish 
between what is accepted to be 
right and wrong. He needs to be 
helped to choose the right but he 
must also learn that the choice 
of wrong conduct is reprehensible 
and can render him liable to , 
punishment.”
(Department of Education Hand­
book for Teachers.)
“School has become the universal 
church o f a technological society, 
incorporating and transmitting its 
ideology, shaping men’s minds to 
accept this ideology and confer­
ring social status in proportion to 
its acceptance.”
(Everett Reimer “School Is Dead”.)
and Kelly. As usual files were kept of 
misdemeanours and listed in what 
the administration Calls its “ Dooms­
day Book” . Parents were also called 
up and in some cases asked to sign 
forms allowing their boys to be sus­
pended if any further school rides 
were broken. One boy’s parents, who 
had previously supported their son’s 
involvement in the newspaper, turned 
against their son when they were 
told by Kelly he was a “communist” . 
One boy was suspended for several 
days for distributing literature out­
side tlie school. Another had his 
bag searched and some Little Red 
School Books seized. Kelly took rio 
further action on this when the boy’s 
aunt complained about an ‘invasion 
of privacy.’
Before the May holidays, Peter 
McMahon, a fifth form student, was 
suspended for not wearing uniform 
to school, despite the fact that 
the Teachers Handbook has it that 
uniform can be encouraged but hot 
enforced.
term.
Peter McMahon and his mother 
were summonsed to attend Kelly’s 
office on July 27th. “We don’t want 
him at school anymore” they were 
told. Mentioning Thor, Imprimatur, 
and the LRSB, Gormly complained 
he had been ‘slandered’ and Kelly 
that he had been “made a fool 
of.”
On August the 1st, Kelly came 
across Peter in a class and shrieked 
at him to “get out of the school and 
never come back.”
While many parents Have backed 
off in the fdce of Kelly’s tactics, 
the McMahon family, Mrs McMahon, 
Peter and his two brothers, Jim and 
Charles, decided not to leave it there. 
As yet they had nothing in waiting 
although a Principal is obliged to 
inform parents of the facts of a sus­
pension immediately it occurs, so 
they consulted a lawyer. On August 
2nd a letter was sent to Kelly, ex­
pressing concern that no reasons had 
been given for Peter’s expulsion, if
mere feeding of examination foils.”
About 30 people, including our­
selves, turned up for the meeting, 
which by usual standards was well 
attended. Shinnick, physical educ­
ation teacher at St Patricks, the local 
Catholic school, told those present 
of the earlier meeting and of the 
letters sent to Willis.
Kelly’s Headmaster’s Report fol­
lowed. He argued the whole issue 
was at the discretion of the Educ­
ation Department. Mentioning visits 
fiom local and federal members, and
departmental inspectors, he claimed,
/
“ Nothing of these things has been 
the result of action Mr Gormly or I 
have taken.” Ignoring the principle 
of headmaster’s discretion, he added 
that all distribution of literature in 
school contravenes a ruling from 
the minister. He then announced the 
Education Department would be 
likely to make a statement to the 
press at a later date, and that mean­
Peter McMahon: questioned by cops on his politics
Early in second term, Thor mag­
azine published almost verbatim in­
terviews with students from the 
school who had invited Thor 
staff to hear their greivances. Copies 
of an earlier Thor had already cir­
culated in the school, and Gormly 
initiated an investigation. Gormly 
was acting as principal, Kelly being 
absent since his accident. He took 
his temporary role seriously, and 
sleuthed out Thor sellers with signed 
statements from his informers to 
back him up. He then brought in 
/th e  police, making two boys avail-,
' able for cross examination . .
despite his suspension, Peter McMahon 
was attending school and he was 
one of the two. According to their 
report, no cautions, formal or other­
wise were’given to the boys. <Peter 
McMahon was questioned at length. 
“ You know you can go to gaol for 
selling Thor?” “We think you might 
be selling drugs in the girls’ school 
. . .” They examined his arms for 
y needle marks. After farewelling the 
i cops, Gormly had a final friendly 
| word with the accused student.
I “ Don’t worry Peter, I was a witness 
| and I won’t let anything ill come 
of this.”
About this time, Graeme Dunstan 
was also called into Gormly’s office. 
Gormly produced a letter which he 
wouldn’t let Graeme see, apparently 
containing a complaint about the 
Little Red School Book being dis­
tributed in the school. He accused 
Dunstan of being responsible. After an 
Imprimatur, further accusations were 
levelled at Dunstan by Gormly. He 
was told that a file of misdemean­
ours was being kept on him, although 
not what the charges were. Feeling 
that he ĵ vas almost certain to be 
sacked if he did not resign, Dunstan 
resigned towards the end of second
in fact he had been expelled, and 
asking .for a reassurance that he 
would be able to attend school in 
the future. Copies were also sent 
to the Area Director, Mr Thompson 
and the Minister for Education, Mr 
Willis. No reply or acknowledgement 
was received from any of them.
On August 12th, an unadvertised 
meeting of the Parents and Citizens 
Association was held. Fifteen people 
were invited by the President, Aider- 
man Shinnick, to attend. Nine people 
including Kelly attended the meet­
ing, as a result of which a letter 
was forwarded to Eric Willis, NSW 
Minister for Education. The letter 
asked Willis to institute an enquiry 
into the distribution of literature 
“organised by groups outside the 
school” , “containing malicious at­
tacks on the sichool” and “alienating 
children from their parents.”
On August 14th a notice was sent 
home by Jack Kelly to all parents 
announcing the next P&C meeting 
on the 17th of August. “As a result 
of numerous parent complaints and 
much indignation about the distrib­
ution of pornographic material by 
persons outside the school, the major 
part of the meeting will be given over 
to this topic and a discussion of what 
action can be taken to prevent its 
continuation. Even though you have 
not attended other meetings you 
should attend this one if your son, 
has been given or sold a Thor, Ljttle 
Red School Book or imprimatur.
If you are in doubt, we suggest you 
inquire of him.” A few remarks 
followed about exam results and the 
correct attitude towards sports car­
nivals and ended on this note; “ A 
major part of a school education 
program is concerned with incul­
cating attitudes of mind rather than
time the department had told him 
not to make public any further 
information.
Then came General Business, and 
Shinnick got things rolling. “The 
tide just doesn’t seem to be stopping; 
it’s just welling up, welling up and 
welling up and involving more people; 
and more people are becoming in­
volved to the extent to which they 
are starting to worryv  Everyone is 
justified in worrying about what 
their youngsters do and if they’re 
not worrying they are not justified 
to call themselves parents. Now what 
is happening? Literature is being 
put around which in the hands of 
eleven, twelve and thirteen year olds 
is deemed subversive to their way 
of thinking, their parents’ way of 
. thinking in which they would like 
to see thier children brought up.”
Mr Wilde, a teacher and parent 
at the school, then spoke. He 
approved of the Little Red School 
Book. but did not approve of Thor 
being distributed to school kids. He 
offered to guide and contribute to 
a student newspaper which he said 
should not discuss persons, only is­
sues and principles. He insisted that 
the meeting should look beyond the 
publications to the situation of mis­
trust existing in the school.
The headmaster denied students 
had been prevented from producing 
a newspaper. “The boys who were 
responsible, directly or indirectly, 
for the first Imprimatur have already 
been told that they could use the 
school duplicator and paper, and 
that they would have mine and the 
rest of the teachers’ approval, pro­
vided that (the paper) was submitted 
to a committee of teachers, who 
would subedit it and not cut things 
out . . . Articles would have to be 
submitted with names. Those child­
ren knew they could produce a news­
paper. In many ways there are iriore 
freedoms in this school than in other 
schools.”
The students presume he was re­
ferring to the “representative com­
mittee” mentioned earlier, but the 
conditions outlined were news to 
them.
Wendy Bacon told the meeting 
that she had interviewed some boys 
for Thor and briefly described the 
contents of the interview. She pointed 
out that the Thor interview only oc­
curred after the boys had been 
stopped from putting out their own 
newspaper. Several people argued that 
the parents’ permission should have 
been sought before the interviews 
took place.
Many of the parents had not 
seen any of the publications. One 
mother said “ I find it hard to com­
ment on this because I haven’t seen 
it and I have questioned my son 
about it and he hasn’t seen it, and 
I can tell you something else, I 
don’t want to see it.”
The meeting agreed that open 
discussion between the boys them­
selves1 and with parents and teachers 
might help restore some of the Trust’ 
that had been destroyed.
In the ensuing informal discus­
sion, Kelly told Milena Damjanov- 
io that “since you are so interested in 
the school perhaps it would be more 
worthwhile, since you are a bit like 
social workers, to raise $1000 for 
the school to buy sports equipment 
and clothing for the underprivileged.” 
When she suggested to him it was not 
a problem of money but of free ex­
pression, he replied, “ You’re talking 
to an intelligent man — I have op­
inions of my own but I can’t tell 
you what they are. Ultimately I’m 
responsible to the department.”
The following week’s Advocate, a 
local newspaper, carried a report of 
this and other P&C meetings in the 
area. The information had been sup­
plied by Mr Shinnick, the Chairman. 
The anger and concern of local citi­
zens at the distribution of the pub­
lications were dealt with at length. 
“As regards the so-called “under­
ground” newspaper Imprimatur 
there is absolutely no substance to 
the claim that this publication had 
to be published because the students 
were denied the right to establish 
their own newspaper in the school.” 
No comment critical of the school 
administration was included.
On the day following the P&C 
meeting, Mrs McMahon received a 
letter from the area director dated 
August 18th. “Mr J. Kelly principal 
of Blacktown High School informed 
me that as a result of serious breaches 
of discipline and poor academic pro­
gress he has suspended your son Peter 
from attendance at the school.” The 
letter requested that Peter and his 
mother attend an interview with 
Thompson. “ Peter is not to return 
to school without my written per­
mission.”
The McMahon’s lawyer replied to 
Thompson requesting that before they 
attend the interview the following 
questions be answered “What are the 
serious breeches of discipline relied 
upon by Mr Kelly to justify the 
suspension of Peter McMahon? When 
were such alleged breeches commit­
ted? Where were such alleged bree­
ches committed, in what respect has 
Peter’s academic progress been poor?”
Gary Young’s mother also had an 
interview with Kelly who said Gary 
was to obey all the school rules if 
he wanted to stay at school. “ For 
two weeks after that I came in my 
school uniform and didn’t do any­
thing wrong.” Young then got a 
note from the Area Director re­
questing an interview. “The Area 
Director said that he had a report 
from the principal that my attitude 
to study and my behaviour at school 
was not Satisfactory.” Gary asked 
Thompson what the charges were but 
was ignored. He did say however 
that “ from what you have said you 
haven’t shown me that you are going 
to be a good boy so don’t go back 
to school.”
Both Gary and Peter received let­
ters from the Director for Education, 
Mr Buchan on September the 8th 
telling them that they would not be 
readmitted to school.
Phil Porter, Gary Young’s English 
teacher who had first submitted 
Imprimatur to the school authorities, 
now found himself removed from his 
English class. He also discovered that 
two of Gary Young’s compositions 
had disappeared out of this desk.
Another P&C meeting was held 
on September 21st. A week earlier 
Mrs Wilde had given notice of a 
motion to repudiate the first un­
advertised P&C meeting of the 12th 
August. It was obvious that both 
those for and against the motion 
stacked the meeting. Present were 
/Rotarians, Baptists, Catholics, Liberal 
Party members, Humanist Society 
members, an observer from the 
Builders Labourers Federation and 
four Thor observers. All those not 
living in the immediate area of the 
school were informed that they would 
not be eligible to vote or speak.
Both Mr and Mrs Wilde argued 
for the motion on the grounds that 
the earlier meeting had been uncon­
stitutional as not all financial mem­
bers were notified. Shinnick said he 
had tried to contact members but 
they were not at home. Mrs Wilde’s 
motion was lost.
Mr Spain, who has a nephew 
at the school, asked Shinnick on 
what authority he had given the 
report of the last meeting to the 
Advocate. Shinnick said on his own 
authority and that of the executive.
Mr Young (Gary’s father) asked 
for an enquiry into his son’s expul­
sion, into the publications and into 
Phil Porter’s removal from English 
classes. Mr Mackalveen, the Teachers 
Federation Rep objected to a teach­
er’s name being “bandied around the 
room” , claiming Porter’s transfer was 
an administrative matter and had 
nothing to do with the expulsions 
or the publications. The Chairman 
then announced that the Education 
Department and the P&C Executive 
had put a clamp on any discussion 
of these matters and that the Min­
ister would dissolve the P&C if they 
were discussed.
Asked to table the letter from 
the minister forbidding discussion, 
Shinnick declined. He said it was his 
personal property and that he 
wasn’t allowed to show the P&C 
or tell them the date it was written.
A Mrs Polly moved a motion of 
confidence in the chair. It was car­
ried overwhelmingly. Mr Polly sighed 
relief. “Can we get down to what 
we’re really here for, that is to raise 
funds. Now what about the dance,” 
he said.
At the end of September, Phil 
Porter was transferred from Black­
town to Penrith High School.
* * * *
After the age of fifteen, students 
attend school only at the discretion 
of the Minister for Education. Only 
he can expel a student. But expulsion 
is preceeded by suspension which is 
a matter for the Principal. The guide­
lines for suspension are set out in 
the Teàchers Handbook: “gross in­
solence, persistent disobedience, pro­
fanity and immoral conduct.” “Where 
a pupil is suspended, the principal 
shall at once inform the parents in 
writing of the facts.” The McMahons 
and the Youngs are still waiting.
Once a student is expelled, he 
has no right of appeal save to the 
Minister. The only legal action open 
to a student in this situation is to sue 
the Education Department. But this 
society is so accepting of the power 
of educators over children that this 
action is rarely taken.
Both Gary and Peter had intended 
to complete sixth form at Blacktown 
High, and despite their continued 
criticism of the policies of the Educ­
ational system, they still wish to at­
tend school. An injunction will be 
taken out on their behalf to stop 
the Education Department from ex­
pelling them.
Parents dike Gary’s and Peter’s 
are unusual. Most parents want their 
kids to get an ‘education’ — believing 
in the education system and in the 
absence of other value setting in­
stitutions, they accept the school’s 
version of ‘right and wrong’. They 
are anxious that their child should 
do well in the system. If 
called up by the administration to 
be told their child has misbehaved, 
they accept the school’s definition 
of the situation. Disappointed, they 
join with the institution in placing 
more pressure on their child, even 
to the point of participating in his 
exclusion from the school.
Inside Blacktown Boys High 
School, many boys do not know 
anyone has been expelled. Many, 
especially the younger students, ac­
cept Kelly’s admonition that any 
publication circulating in the play­
grounds is “dangerous propaganda.” 
Recently the head told forth formers 
that, providing there is no more 
trouble this year, he “will have a 
short memory.” Amnesty is being 
offered for those left, those not con­
sidered ringleaders.
Despite the efforts of school auth­
orities to shift the issue to a de­
partmental enquiry into “ outside in­
filtrators” , .despite the fact that the 
P&C Association lives on the minis­
ter’s discretion, despite the prevailing 
attitude that issues and principles 
may be discussed, but not people 
. C . the attempt to stem the ground- 
swell of discontent is proving counter­
productive. Students have formed a 
Students’ Union to produce and dis­
tribute “dangerous propaganda.”
“The Education Department is 
trying to keep the kids down, but 
they are finding out how hypocritical 
authority is. You’d think the pqrents 
would see this too, but their lives are 
surrounded by authority figures. They 
accept teh headmaster as one more 
authoirty figure. They can’t come 
out with, us. There’s no stability in 
us . . . ” (Charles McMahon)
Some students and a few teachers 
at Blacktown Boys /High have been 
made aware of conflicts inherent in 
the system. Whatever happens im­
mediately at Blacktovim, those in­
volved will be more aware of their 
different interests, and unable to 
sustain the handy illusion that all 
parties are cooperating towards one 
end — schooling.
The Education Department should 
be wondering: Which school next?
* Unattributed quotes are from 
taped conversations with students 
and teachers at the school
David Rubin runs down the 
revolt at MacRobertson’s Girls 
High in Melbourne — on Page 11.
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By Colin Maxwell Talbot
A t 1 pm  on a fine and warm 
Saturday a league footballer smoked 
marijuana.
About two hours later he was on a 
ground ready to play 100 minutes o f 
senior football About 2500 people 
were at the game.
He smoked p o t for a few hours 
the night before and had only a few  
hours sleep:
“When I  ran out with the side 
everything looked brighter than usual, 
it was almost glaring ”*the footballer 
said yesterday.
“When I  moved into position I  
felt detached from the whole scene. 
There were no prematch nerves, and 
I  felt relaxed.
“I  fe lt a little tired, probably be­
cause o f the late night. I  wasn't 
aware o f my opponent and I  felt 
I  wasn't taking part in the game. f
“I t was like a daydream. I  kept 
fixing my eyes on certain objects 
around the ground . . .
. . . “The reason why I  took 
pot before the game was because it 
was my reaction against the whole 
football scene.
“I  had been brought up to be 
nothing else but a footballer. I  was 
pushed into football from the time I  
was six. ” . . .
(Peter Simunovich, The Sun, Tuesday 
May 9, 1972)
Looking out from Melbourne’s 
Glenferrie Oval you can see the trains 
go by. The railroad track runs close 
to the oval and Hawthorn oval is 
close too. Brent Crosswell is playing 
football for Carlton today.
He stands, somehow vacantly, up 
near the Carlton gaols. Closely 
watching trains.
Upon the hill the crowd is watch­
ing the play.
Crosswell is digging the trains.
Some of the young Carlton sup­
porters on the hill are sharing a 
cigarejtte with each other. The cig­
arette has hashish in it and it is being 
clandestinely passed back and forth 
alone a . line of about ten people. 
The more times these cigarettes go 
up and down the line, the less 
gparded becomes the manner in which 
these cigarettes — “joints” — are 
passed along.
Behind and around are more easily 
recognisable supporters drinking 
from cans: If they looked, they would 
see a dozen longhairs smoking hash. 
But they are watching the game.
If the television crews trained on 
this part of the crowd, thousands 
of people patching football replay 
this night would see Cannabis being 
smoked at Glenferrie Oval during 
the Hawthorn % Carlton match. But 
the cameras are training on the ac­
tion on the oval. And the dope- 
smokers are watching the football.
Meanwhile Crosswell is still digging 
the trains. They flash past. The trains 
look . . . really good. Now he 
watches the crowd. There are so 
many people up there. Thousands.
The dopesmokers are watching 
Crosswell now. They notice he hardly 
seems to be aware that the ball is 
nearing him.
The ball comes closer. The crowd 
roars.
Crosswell is staring o u t' at the 
trains, and the crowd, and the sky.
They think . . . “What’s Brent 
doing. He doesn’t seem to be con­
centrating on the game. He looks 
b lo c k e d .Would that be remotely 
possible?''
Brent Crosswell looks up at the 
crowd. Man, if he could only be up 
there, if ' only he weren’t on this 
field. If he could be up there some­
where in that crowd. Watching the 
game, digging the trains ... .
*  *  *
A ' recruit from Launceston in 
1968 he (Crosswell) played a prom­
inent part in the side's premiership 
in . that year, despite several clashes 
with coach Ron Barassi. He was 
dropped from the senior side for 
disciplinary reasons early in 1969 
but fought his way back.
Last year (1970) as a ruck rover, 
he was almost unanimous choice for 
best man on the ground in Carlton's 
magnificent win over Collingwood. . .  
(The Age, March 16,1971.)
Brent Crosswell came across from 
Tasmania when he was 17. A star 
schoolboy footballer,; he had been 
bought up in a family which wor­
shipped the game. Football was it.
His father was a butcher, the 
family lived in Campbelltown and 
Brent was sent to the best college 
so he could get the best education. 
Whatever trouble Crosswell got into, 
his ability to kick long, mark big, 
play hard, got him out. There was 
talk of expulsion, but Crosswell had 
to stay to win the big game for his 
school. He learned that college kids 
were one up on, high school kids. 
He learned that the sons of the'weal- 
thy landowners, of doctors, of law­
yers, didn’t want to associate with 
any son of a butcher. But the same 
people dug knowing footy stars.
With these unfortunate facts of 
life bringing him down, Brent was 
packed off to Melbourne to be a 
star. He hadn’t yet finished his sec­
ondary schooling. He began matric­
ulation at University High, in Park- 
ville. He was signed to Carlton.
Crosswell had been told by his 
folks to train hard, learn fast, go 
in with determination, so he would 
work his way up through the Sec­
onds and into the Carlton Firsts. A 
league player in the VFL. He would 
have made it. A big star. So much 
for the master plan. With little 
trouble he went straight into the 
league side.
“When I first arrived at Carlton, 
I looked at the guys in the league 
side. I was still a schoolboy, and 
they seemed to be very big and 
tough. But in less than three months 
I was in the side. I’d achieved what 
I came over to do easily. My whole 
world ju s t. . .  crumbled.”
Brent was told he was future 
captain material. Suddenly there was 
nothing much left for him. He had 
breezed in.
*  *  *
Being a footy star isn’t quitei like 
being a cricket star or a tennis star. 
For you can’t tell when you’ve 
reached the top. It is too nebulous. 
Cricketers and tennis players know 
when they are regarded as being 
about the best in the world. But 
football . . . there are 18 men in 
each team, 12 teams in Melbourne 
alone, and then Adelaide and Perth 
have more league teams. When you’re 
there you’re just there. One of the 
boys.
*  *  *
With a few runs in the firsts not­
ched up, Brent journeyed to Adelaide 
with his team on a trip. It was a 
freakout. He vowee. never to be 
caught on an aeroplane with foot­
ballers again.
“Going across wasn’t too bad. 
But coming back was bad news. Just 
not my scene. A lot of the guys 
were drunk. We were travelling in a 
small ‘plane and I was sitting up front 
trying to get as far away as possible 
from what was happening. The hos­
tesses were getting troubled.”
At the end of this year the Carlton 
Footballers will be going to Russia 
for exhibition matches. Crosswell 
won’t be on the trip.
*  *  *
Crosswell is what the football 
pundits call a “temperamental
For Brent Crosswell, it was a matter o f consciousness
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Crosswell at home: he's not making rope anymore
player” . This" means sometimes he 
goes out on the field and kicks hell 
out of the ball, and marks like 
John Coleman and generally plays 
like a tearaway. No-one can touch 
him.
And sometimes he goes out and is 
almost not worth his place in the 
side.
He seems vague, spaced. Tired 
from the trip. Thinking, “What the 
fuck am I doing out here. What am I 
doing playing league football?” He 
is lackadaisical. He is unconcerned. 
Bored. He just plain doesn’t want to 
be out there.
When he started in league, Brent 
was enthusiastic. He listened intently 
to what the coach had to say. He 
tried hard. He flashed into the play 
and showed he was as brilliant as 
anyone. On his day.
Now he moons, while coach John 
Nicholls delivers his tactical address.
He thinks of other things. Not 
football.
He stands where the coach can’t 
see him.
On the field he invariably can’t 
wait until he is off.
He did have big ideas. Now he 
doesn’t care.
Football doesn’t really interest 
him. He suggested Carlton footballers 
should wear lighter geurnseys so they 
wouldn’t  sweat so much. No-one 
wanted to know.
He thinks league sides should have 
only 16 men on the field so the 
game is not so crowded. No one 
was much interested. The VFL is not 
exactly forward-thinking. You might 
even say . . . apathetic.
And Crosswell. Well the game, al­
most disgusts him.
“It’s terrible when you set out in 
a game to hurt some guy. But this is 
what happens. You see a good player 
and run out to him. You know if 
you hurt him, you can ruin his effec­
tiveness, put him out of the game. And 
feel no remorse because you know
you’re just doing your job and you 
know the club is pleased. I’ve done 
some terrible things, like kicking 
‘ players. And players should feel 
ashamed to put someone in hospital. 
To break bones. But they don’t feel 
ashamed.”
“Anyway, I’ve had enough. I’ve 
broken my collar bone, collected 
bruises, stretched ligaments. Fm sick 
of,guys trying to rub me out on the 
field and sick of the violence. It’s 
supposed to be a s^ort. I’ve had 
enough injuries. I don’t want to end 
up a physical and mental wreck.”
Brent Crosswell doesn’t want to 
play football anymore. This will be 
his last season in VFL. The ribbons 
and the bows have fallen.
*  *  *
To paraphrase Gertrude Stien: 
“Carlton is the top team, is the 
top team, is the top team. ” . . .
Hawthorn in-fact is rigid and un­
thinking, fascist in its terrible cer­
tainty that ii can bulldoze effete 
football liberalism . . .
I t  is a strange thing how accurate 
the Carlton football team translates 
the picturesque character o f the area 
it evolves from. Carlton supporters 
include in the ranks o f the unshaven, 
the unwashed, the academic elite, the 
student poets and quite a few of 
those sturdy proletarians for whom 
football is a religion. -
The elan with which Carlton plqys 
fpotball is a physical translation of 
the heterogeneous voice which shouts 
from behind the picke ts . . .
(Maurice Carr, in Melbourne Obser­
ver, August 27, 1972.)
The footballer lives in a Carlton 
terrace house. He lives with friends 
and has the front room, facing a 
heavily trafficked street. On the wall 
is a poster of Clie Guevera, under this, 
a guitar. Brent plays a little classical 
guitar, a little folk. By the bed is a 
stereo outfit and in an opposite, cor­
ner is a Match II footy. The room 
is tidy. A footy and a poster of a
Cuban revolutionary. .
He says his teammates generally 
don’t understand him. They think 
he is a little silly.
This year Crosswell turned down 
an offer to be contracted with Carl­
ton Football Club, do the club’s 
thing, play the game the club’s way, 
jump when he was told to, and in 
return for that — earn $5000.
Silly? Maybe, maybe not. Instead 
he played on a game to game basis. 
He played only 9 games arid didn’t 
bring in much money. The other 
players, the club, can’t understand 
him. He exists on jobs like bar- 
tending, cleaning, factory work. Yet 
he could be a star. Get on a con­
tract, maybe win a car, get set-up 
in a cushy job by the club. Do 
the bourgeois trip. But these are the 
things he wishes to forget were ever 
even speculated upon. The club, 
friends of the club, have »offered him 
a lot of incentives — good jobs. 
He turned them down. He prefers to 
do things his way, or not at all.
In his wardrobe are racks of shirts 
he can’t begin to wear out. Everyone 
wants to give him shirts. When a foot­
baller steps on a TV sport program, 
he gets shirts or after-shave or belts 
or brushes — all sorts of stuff. Now 
Brent has so many shirts he gives 
them away. He gave six to me to 
“clean out” his wardrobe.
So here he is rejecting all the things 
which football brings — material 
gains, glamor, kicks. No wonder that 
most of the footballers can’t relate. 
On the field, Brent’s kicks are getting 
harder 
to
find.
Does the attitude of the others 
to him cause much concern? Well 
he seems to sleep okay. He gets by 
in Carlton. Life is liveable. Crosswell 
has friends the footballers would 
find weird and foreign to them. 
* * *
A while back the Melbourne Sun 
ran an article on its inside sporting 
pages about a mystery footballer 
who smoked dope. The mystery fbot- 
baller was approached by the Sun 
and given money to tell the story. 
But he wasn’t allowed to say the stuff 
was enjoyable, In  fact the copy was 
changed until the only liberty the 
mystery footballer was allowed td  
have . *. . was to say that dope 
smoking was an indictment on soc- 
iety. The reporter was amazed 
through the interview. Did the walls 
move? Was it dangerous? Needless to 
say he refused the chance to partic­
ipate in a smoke.
The Carlton supporters on the hill 
wonder who the footballer was. They 
pass another joint. Crosswell flies for 
a mark. They grin. It’s okay.
*  *  *
Earlier this year Brent Crosswell 
was summoned by the Carlton Club 
officialdom and given a testy warning. 
He was told that following conversat­
ions with two Commonwealth police 
officers, certain information had 
been relayed concerning the linking 
of hiŝ  name with that of hashish. 
The officials apparently told Brent 
he had been advised to leave the 
State immediately — within 24 hours 
— and not come back for a while.
So Brent split to Tassie for five 
weeks. Hung about in the country­
side and enjoyed himself. Away from 
the MCG. Away from Princes Park. 
But he wasn’t worried about getting 
busted. Can you imagine how thous­
ands of young fans would greet the 
news that Crosswell’s name had been 
linked with drugs? If Crosswell had 
actually been busted?
A mass turn-on by Victoria’s bud­
ding school-age ruckrovers. An en­
dorsement of the stttff.
*  *  *
“This must be the end”. . .
(Jim Morrison)
When he leaves the game, Crosswell 
will have maybe two bucks to show 
for his years of footy — ahd a few 
shirts. He could have been amassing 
thousands and he could still be doing 
it. But no.
He’s just turned 22, and he owns 
a motorbike. If that machine breaks 
up, he’ll have to get a pushbike, or 
walk. His studies were interrupted 
by his footy career. Well, not so much 
interrupted, but more pushed aside. 
A schoolboy league footballer finds 
the sadden change in lifestyle must 
be examined. By the time this foot­
baller realised the lifestyle was riot 
for him, his earlier aims were not 
so easily picked up on. So he is study­
ing again after a four year absence. It’s 
hard to get back on one treadmill 
while still trying to get off the 
other one. With football now riot one 
of his scenes, he doesn’t know what 
he might do.
Maybe says Crosswell, he’ll just 
float around until he dies. He cer­
tainly won’t be making rope any­
more.
“The first mate o f the Titanic 
doesn't want to be a first mate. 
He's been down in Mexico . . .. 
he's been down in Mexico working 
in a rope factory. Down in Mexico 
they make rope out o f this funny 
hemp plant . . . some o f you 
people grow it in flowerpots under 
your beds. Anyway he's been 
making rope out o f this funny 
marijuana plant and one day the 
rope factory catches fire, and the 
first mate, he runs back in to save 
his lunch. He got two sardine 
sandwiches. And some o f that 
funny smoke get into his nose and 
he sits down in the: middle o f 
the fire, and he say . . . “SHiiiiit 
baby! A in 't gonna make rope 
no more. ”
(Jamie Brockett, Legend of the USS 
Titanic)
He sfc
A conversation with a young Carl­
ton supporter on the hill about the 
game of Australian Rules Football....
“What’s your impressions of~the 
game?”
“ Far out scene man. Get to wear 
the club jumper man. Startrip man.”
“Do you feel there is commen­
dable tension between the individual 
and the team . . . and that the 
individual is subjugate to the team?”
“ Yeah man. It’s the team man. 
Gotta get the goals. Have to get the 
old ball up between the sticks for 
a lot of majors, man.
“Can’t have the players running 
all over the ground chasing kicks 
man. They have to play the man, 
man. I mean it’s good to see a guy 
taking the big marks man, but the 
"team’s got to win man.-It’s not just 
a game, man. It’s life.”
*  *  *
Crosswell is a brilliant footballer. 
He can amaze spectators with his 
play. Yet he feels he has never been 
allowed to play the game he could. 
There was always the thought of what 
he could do, and what he was expect­
ed to do. He knows which players 
in the league can compete against 
him, and knows there aren’t many 
of them. But still, he can’t go like 
hell for The Mark. Because it’s a team. 
He’s just a number, and the team 
is what has to win. JHe can’t fly. 
He’s stuck on his feather.
And there are players in his team 
whom he feels shouldn’t be there 
because they aren’t good enough. But 
he can’t ignore them. He has to work 
with them, talk with them. Gradually 
getting more pissed off with the 
double bind, Crosswell found it hard­
er and harder to cope.
Before John Nicholls took over, 
Barassi was coach. The player and 
the coach never actually exchanged 
blows, but almost. Continuous bicker­
ing, fighting, tension. Crosswell said 
Barassi threatened him once and he 
decided that was it. He said if Barassi 
wanted it, then they could fight it 
out in the gym, with the boxing 
gloves. But it didn’t happen.
This year an incident involving 
Crosswell caused a minor footy sen­
sation. During a Carlton-Geelong 
game, with the ball at the other end 
of the ground* Crosswell, and Vin 
Waite, another Carlton player, ex­
changed biows.
Crosswell fell down.
Waite and Crosswell had exchanged 
a few words earlier in the game when 
Crosswell had been disturbed at 
Waite’s strategy. Later it was Waite 
who was disturbed by Crosswell, and 
he ran across. Ttyey struggled briefly, 
and Crosswell took the easy way out 
and fell down. He didn’t want to 
fight .. . |  with a teammate . . . on 
the oval.
• *  *  *
Up on the hill, the dopesmokers 
are screaming with Crosswell to take 
The Mark because they know ¡he 
can.
A bearded man with lots of black 
hair takes a joint from his mouth 
and screams .• . . “Order of Lenin 
for Crosswell” . The group raises 
hands in a clenched salute. The 
footballer is a cult hero. “ Smash 
the fascists Brent!” “ Up there 
brother.” They are out o f it but 
they identify with him. They want 
to be into it, Down on the ground, 
kicking socialist punts* making over 
the borgeoisie, out on the:field, eating 
the oranges, wearing the geurnseys, 
in the team. Kicking on.
But down there its Crosswell with 
the geurnsey. Sick of the footy or­
gasm he is digging the trains. Looking 
up at the crowd, he wants to be part 
of it.< Out of the game. Gone, and 
not fooled again.
Plastic age improvement:
New tool for abortions
Australian doctors are being shown 
a better way to do an old job. The 
better way involves a new tool, 
which is cheap, portable, and vir­
tually disposable. The tool eliminates 
certain o f the hazards involved in 
the old methods — such as general 
anaesthetic, and the introduction of 
sharp metal things into tender parts.
Beatrice Faust reports:
Harvey Karmen's invention: simple enough far paramedics.
Pregnancy is not, unfortunately, 
a disease we share. The decision to 
end a pregnancy is often a solo 
one, and if it is made by the woman 
and her lay, it’s usually the girl 
who pays. Too many men are busy 
paying off a souped up engine to 
be able to spare their share. Girls 
have to pay for their own rebores, 
often not with bread alone, but with 
humiliation, anxiety and sometimes 
prolonged pelvic ill-health.
Abortion is not bad because it is 
dangerous. It is made dangerous be­
cause some people think it’s bad, 
either to terminate the growth of a 
foetus or to swive with no intent 
to breed. Procreation — good; re­
creation — bad. The same narrow­
mindedness which made abortion il­
legal also held back medical science 
from making discoveries that would 
bring abortion into the twentieth
century. The same instrument used 
by our medics — the curette, or 
sharp spoon has been known since 
the pyramids.
Spontaneous abortion which our 
mothers coyly refer to as a mis­
carriage, or mishap, is part of nature’s 
quality control. Defective foetuses 
are rejected at some stage on the 
assembly line: about one in ten 
identified pregnancies will misfearry. 
But between a third and a half of all 
fertilisations will fail to dig in to 
the womb, or will come away as a 
late, slightly heavy period. Women 
hardly realise that anything was ever 
amiss, and certainly no-one ever 
bleeds to death for early natural 
abortion. In fact, during the first 
twelve weeks of pregnancy, the womb 
is as ready to give up its content as it 
is to keep it.
A gaggle of hooling and yelling 
anti-abortionists filled the Brunswick 
Town Hall to watch a ham-fisted 
ladies'5 doctor, who was not a femin­
ist, demonstrate the dangers of ab­
ortion. He started by splitting the 
cervix — without telling the audience 
that he was using the wrong sized 
dilator. Then he punctured the wall 
of the womb, which is something no 
capable doctor ever does. Then he 
produced a meat mill which he 
claimed produced minced foetuses.
If you’d told the audience that the 
thing was a museum piece, they 
would have heard: by this stage 
they were creaming their jeans with 
excitement — or whatever nuns wear 
in place Of jeans.
Meanwhile a demure audience of 
doctors, women’s liberationists and 
lawyers watched an actual abortion 
filmed in the Medical School of the 
University o f California. It showed 
the toòl of the plastici age in action. 
The abortion took about five minutes 
from the time the girl hopped onto 
the table in her street clothes until 
she left the operating room for a 
cup of coffee and a taxi home. She, 
was conscious all through and chatted 
cheerfully with the woman doing; 
the abortion and the only other per­
son in the room — her own personal1 
counsellor.
And the miracle tool? It looks 
exactly like the sort of syringe that 
Women’s Weekly readers use to ice 
cakes with. Only the manufacturers 
haven’t, bothered to tart it up with 
art decco colours: it’s purely fun­
ctional — the nozzle even comes in a 
throw-away pack. For women who’ve 
passed the twelve week fail safe 
there are other procedures, but for 
early abortion, this is new. Suction: 
abortion is not new. But someone 
had to bring the two together in the 
best possible way. That someone was 
Harvey Karmen, who is a psycholo­
gist, not a ladies’ doctor, but he is 
a feminist; a humanitarian and is 
hipper to new ideas than Hypocrates 
himself.
What are the problems with con­
ventional methods? Getting into the 
gourd-shaped womb through the 
cervix which is thé neck of the gourd, 
is the first worry. If the cervix 
is tom the woman may miscarry 
later when she really wants a baby. 
If it is stretched too suddenly, the 
woman could die of shock. By using 
a slender plastic tube it is possible to 
enter the uterus without having to 
enlarge the opening. Sharp, rigid 
instruments are inclined to go right 
through the womb’s muscular wall. 
By making the tube flexible and blunt 
tipped, you make perforation im­
possible. Haemorrhage is not much 
of a problem in early abortion be­
cause of the body’s natural cut-off 
mechanisms are so efficiènt, but. 
back-handed doctors can scrape 
through the layer which comes away 
every month — the endometrium — 
and bite into the deeper tissue — 
the myometrium. And the proportion 
of cack-handed doctors is pretty 
high, because in the days when abor­
tion was frowned on, few doctors 
had much experience iri this field, 
and the medical schools don’t run 
enough refresher courses to keep up 
with it. Messy jobs lead to infection.
In the new suction technique 
women are screened for diseases 
they may already have, such as the 
much-shared gonorrhea. These un­
lucky few get antibiotics to prevent 
inflammation and fever. Other mi­
crobes are stymied by what is called 
a “no touch” technique. All the 
business of green gowns and caps
just panders to doctors who like 
to get about in drag. In fact,, you 
can’t sterilise the vagina, but you 
can simply avoid contact with it and 
introduce the tube, or cannula, 
straight into the cervix. The actual 
suction bit takes as little as sixty 
seconds. Because there is no qualified 
anaethetist for a complete knock­
out, the operation is cheaper, and 
since it is a walk-in, walk-out job, 
there is no run on hospital beds.
But the biggest innovation is the 
counsellor. Each woman who re-, 
quests ah abortion is assigned to a 
woman who will talk about her 
troubles, explain how the op works, 
and hold her hand through the whole 
business, 't^e counsellor’s main 
qualifications ¿re that she has a warm, 
supporting personality, and she h as , 
had an abortion herself. I don’t 
believe that women understand 
other women just because they’re 
the same sex. This would mean 
that women could not understand 
homosexuals, or gentiles understand 
Jews, or whites negroes. Most men 
have the nurturing part of their 
natures beaten out of them early on; 
some women do — which iS why 
so many women oppose abortion 
on request, except when1 it’s for 
themselves. The poirit is that non­
medics can do aborts as efficiently 
vas doctors, and more' cheaply. And 
the patient leaves with her self- 
respect as well as her myometrium 
intact.
Some clinics have even trained^ 
these women to do the aborts.
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This is the first o f  tw o  installm ents 
o f  a fic tiona l story set in the gaols 
o f  N ew  S o u th  Wales
After a disaster at sea, Annie and 
I were put ashore by the M.V! 
Koonya at Port Kembla, New South 
Wales. We began hitching for Sydney. 
At Bulli Pass, a Water Board station 
waggon picked us up. We got in the 
back seat, with a middle-aged ocker 
in overalls.
The driver was short-haired, small 
and round. He wore an old CMF 
shirt, and a pair of sunglasses. He 
was obviously the professional — 
a hydrographer, it turned out. Sitting 
beside the hydrographer was a skinny, 
freak-haired guy with snaggle-teeth 
in a face that reflected the waste.
Our American accents cued the 
usual boring questions. I have always 
tried to give value for the rides I 
get, so I steered the talk into a rave 
by me about the recent disaster at 
sea, which I wanted to polish up into 
a good after-dinner speech anyway. 
The driver was incredulous. After a 
while, the freak in front turned 
around, and said:
They're selling postcards o f the 
hanging
painting the passports brown 
beauty parlors are full o f sailors 
the circus is in town 
So I said right back to Him: 
s Yohder comes the commissioner’ 
they've got him in a trance 
he's got one hand on ¡the tightrope 
walker
and the other in his p a n ts .. .
The freak shrieked, and stuffed a 
manilla folder full of poems into 
my fists, saying, “here, read these, 
be careful though . . . they’re all I’ve 
got."
Several years of sundry disasters 
elapsed.
The poems that were in my fist 
were the rough drafts of ‘The Imit­
ato r, the opening section of Robert 
Adamson’s first book, Canticles on 
the Skin. Canticles sold out, and 
a number from it, with a title from 
one of Dylan’s songs, won the Bore- 
stone Poetry Award, an American 
event that’s'supposed to locate the 
best poem in the English language. 
By this time, Adamson was war chief 
of the young poets who took over 
Sydney’s Poetry Society, and its 
Co pimon wealth Grant for Poetry 
Magazine, which they renamed New 
Poetry. ,
Adamson’s second book, The 
R u m o u r contained a longish title 
poem that established a small but 
thriving Adamson industry in the 
universities. “The Rumour” contains 
enough tricks to demands the expen­
diture of hundreds of taxpayers’
dollars on academic salaries for the
elucidation of ambiguities, hints, red 
herrings, blind leads and erudite elus­
ions. Someone has pointed out that 
the title appears to be ah Englishific- 
ation of a track from The Band’s 
second LP, “The Rumor” .
Even if its a lie
even if its a sin
they'll repeat the rumor 
again . . .
Adamson’s fame grew, and even 
daily papers took notice of him,
LOOK 
AT ME
My name is Zimmer and my given 
name, Robert, is sometimes given as 
Robin. My number here is a two 
digit number, -7, which means that 
I’m here for a while. You should 
know that my education is not from 
the schools, but from teachers, and 
that I love myself, as a-poet, as an 
impersonator, as innumerable voices.
Even before I met Helm I was a 
poet, and I showed my poems to 
other prisoners. I despised them, 
and it always pleased me when they 
found meanings in my poems, for 
the meanings they found were not 
those I intended, and who is more 
secure than a man who can make his
because he was not only an acclaimed, 
controversial Young Poet who looked 
weird and talked riddles, but he was 
an ex-con!!!
Unless you can graft yourself 
onto a uni, being a professional poet 
is synonymous with honorable 
poverty. Adamson did the usual bus­
iness. in dedications, and pieced things 
together with odd jobs, poaching, 
and after-dinner speeches: His after- 
dinner speeches were great — tales 
of cracking safes, busting shops, 
pouring treacle into people’s ears 
while they slept.
Every* now and then he’d break 
out from the domestic routine, and 
go on legendary freak-outs that 
mobilized dozens of volunteers to 
search for him, , and try to save him 
from himself.
•f»
One night we were smoking down 
the Princess Highway in Adamson’s 
blue oil-guzzling Holden, trying to 
figure out a way to make an honest 
buck from lit. I was raving about 
the bread you can rip off in. journal­
ism, and Adamson was carrying on 
about the money you can rip off, 
like Richard Brautigan. He has this 
totally specious idea that poets will 
soon be the big earners, and prose- 
writers will be honorably poor.
“So,” I said, “how about we 
write up some of these prison stories 
you tell so well.”
He thought about it, and proposed 
we team up to write a prose fiction 
about this guy who freaked out and 
burned himself to death. When we 
got back to Sydney, we holed up 
and began inventing. After a while, 
this monster named Zimmer mater­
ialized in the room, and began dic­
tating the story.
For a month the work went so 
well that Adamson and I reckoned 
we’d milk Zimmer for more than this 
little essay on the moth and the flame 
— we thought we’d get a while, three- 
part novel. But by the time we 
burned Glaister, the psychic cost of 
doing business with this Zimmer was 
clearly insupportable.
Since the end of the collaborat­
ion, certain rumours about the true 
authorship and real content of 
Zimmer's Essay have been spread by 
the covens of Balmain and Carlton. 
Many of these rumours that have 
reached my ears are without basis 
in fact, and those which have some 
basis in fact are monuments of pro­
jective conjecture and malicious spec-;, 
ulation, I deny them all. Zimmer's 
Essay is not the product of a pact 
with the Devil. According to an 
agreement signed by the co-authors, 
it was made jointly by Adamson 
and me, from an amalgamation of 
experience and imagination; it is al­
together fiction, and any resemblance 
of any of the characters to any actual 
person living or dead is purely coin­
cidental and is never intended; spec­
ifically: it is not the auto biography 
or biography of Adamson, or me, 
or anybody else.
-  B.H.
intentions obscure? But there are 
more powerful arts in poetry than 
these, and I owe my command of 
them to Helm who gave me some of 
these voices I shall employ here­
under.
I met Helm one Saturday in the 
exercise yard, while most of the j 
crims were at the movie. A film 
by John Ford, starring John Wayne.
I didn’t know that in Sydney that 
year, the Push adored John Ford 
and John Wayne; I might have gone, 
had I known, but I was ignorant, and 
abstained, and considered the other ! 
prisoners vulgarians for going.
I stayed in the exercise yard to sit 
in view of five or six other abstainers, 
and write poetry. One of these in 
the yard was a prisoner in paint- 
caked clothes* with a high number, 
20-, which meant he was under short 
sentence. He drifted towards me, 
and watched me, and I enjoyed his 
attention for a while, then began
A short novel by Robert Adamson and Bruce Hanford
to b e . annoyed. There was no way 
to piss him off, because I liad ignored 
him from the first — there was no 
contact to break. So I glanced up at 
him, and turned off my eyes, but 
his blue-white eyes . . . he asked me: 
“Got’ a smoke old mate?”
I snubbed him.
“Got a smoke' old mate?” 
I pulled out my kangaroo skin 
pouch, and flipped it with my left 
hand, onto the tarmac, about five 
feet away. “There sweety, take a 
few.”
I had plenty of tobacco. 20- took 
one cigarette, rolled it like a Dutch­
man, as a.trumpet, and brought the 
pouch back to me, I let him hold his 
hand out. He kept holding it. I 
would have to touch something as 
he touched it. His hand was not 
shaking. I took the pouch.'
“My name’s Helm, Keith ta you 
— mate.”
I returned my attention to my 
exercise book.
“The old Robin sings again, eh?” 
I “ How’d you find out my name, 
Chat?”
“Things get around, y’know.” 
I kamped: “What things?" 
He pointed to the exercise book: 
“What yer doin’ there, mate?” 
“I am constructing a poem.” 
§f Really?”
“Certainly.”
“Aw — give us a geek.” 
I looked him in the eye. He was 
smiling. I waited until he changed 
his expression, then handed him the 
ppen exercis book. He seemed- to 
read it once, and then re-read it with 
his lips moving. Then laughed.
“I think that a serious poem,” 
I said, and extended my hand for 
the exercise book.
Helm’s strine shifted into a put- 
on pomrnie drawl: “My dear fellow,” 
he said, turning a page, and reading 
a few lines before continuing, “ it 
is one of the blights of poetastery 
that poetasters defend their blighted 
poems by assuming their readers’ 
spiritual inferiority.”
He continued to read, sometimes 
not finishing a page, and looking at 
me, and I asked him: “What do you 
know about it? Tell me that.”
Helm just laughed.
“Weil, what’s wrong with it?”
“I’ve seen you working deals, 
conning and cutting, I’ve heard you 
wheedling and kiting, Robin,” Helm 
said, in something like a voice of 
his own. “ You ought to be a poet. 
But you’re illiterate, and this is sure 
evidence, It’s obvious you’re wasting 
precious time writing until you do 
some reading, because from these 
samples it’s obvious that you can 
scarcely read. You’re bright enough 
and nasty enough to, make a poet, 
but unless you propose to rid your­
self of this . . . look, I will tell 
you what I know about it, my 
friend, I am not illiterate, sit there 
and . . .’’
“ Don’t come at me like this!” 
“ Ho! I am about to tell you a 
poerh that will curl your page-boy 
i bangs, my dear. Don’t protest — 
you have no choice, so rejoice . . .” 
Keith Helm took his departure 
from some lines in Rimbaud’s 
Mauvais Sang.
“I. despise every trade. Bosses 
and workers, all trash, worthless. 
The hand with a pen's like the 
hand on a plow. What a time for 
hands! I'll never get a good hand. 
Can't be bothered with family. 
Begging's an honesty | that hurts. 
The crims are as sickening as cas­
trates: as for me, I  have integrity, 
and I  don't give a s tuff. ’ ’
He quit Melbourne University 
after two year’s study of medicine, 
and led a life resembling that of a 
chat’s.*
*George Qrwell gives "chat” as a term 
for "louse", which he discovered in usage 
among Kentish hop-pickers in 1931. It 
may be an old English underclass word. 
In New South Wales prison ¿rgot, it means 
both "louse", and a certain type of pris- 
i oner. A "chat" is a social incompetant, 
i though not necessarily a drunk. They 
| are usually gaoled for nuisance offences, 
such as vagrancy. Chats are a mixed 
bag, including tramps, and the odd con­
genital syphl¡tie, deregistered doctor, or 
painter who rejected gallery management. 
These usages of the word are not carried 
in the 1964 printing of the SOED. In­
cidentally, there is a m etaphor for the 
term in N. Cayley's book. What Bird Is 
j That? In his notes on Australia's four
I species of Epithianura (the White-faced, 
-Crimson, Orange and Yellow Chats), he 
mentions these birds are: " . . .  seen 
hurrying over the ground in search of 
insects . . . much given to feigning injury 
. . . generally . . .  a nomad .
It is wrong to call Helm a chat. 
Chat .connotes a man whose energies 
are withering. Helm’s energies were 
gathering; his knowledge and his 
talents were the weapons tools and 
shield of his involution. He had taken 
a departure on an intricate, considered 
voyage. He spent what money came 
his way on cognac or brandy. He slept 
in the sand and got arrested. Helm 
had hurtful eyes, the color of a hazy 
sky, pupils rimmed and pierced with 
black. Magistrates hated him. To­
wards all such officers Helm stared, 
his head tilted back accentuating his 
big chin, his brilliant eyes rattling 
across the planes of his cheeks, as 
though he and not the law was the 
weather, as ¡intractable as moonrise 
on the deseirt. Within five years of 
leaving uni, Helm had done dozens 
of small sentences for vagrancy and 
drunkeness, sentences which started 
with seven days, and which* 1 grew 
through an institutional misunder­
standing into four month laggings. 
Through these years Helm grew more 
competent, more understanding. He 
resembled a chat. But he was not your 
typical chat.
*  *  *
The shrink of the Bay was a fat­
fingered man, who did not like pris­
oners. When someone like Lawrence 
R. Glaister came into his room, he 
would spend half a held breath in 
the file, apd ask: “Why did you take 
these things from cars?”
- Glaister would only reply: “I don’t 
know.” Meaning, he couldn’t say.
“Did you do it because you didn’t 
want to work?”
Glaister would make a gesture.
“ You may have?”
“ I suppose.”
“ You are a malingerer.”
In the case of Lawrence R. Glaist­
er, the shrink would *write “malin­
gerer” in the file. He wrote it so 
often that it looked like the brand 
name of a drug: there was an “ in” , a 
loop, a narrower, higher loop, a dot, 
a drop regresenting “g” , and a couple 
of waves, for “erer” .
The shrink found Helm more of a 
problem.
Helm was a perpetrator of those 
“crimes-without-victims” which the 
academics want to erase from the
statute books, and by the time his 
sentences had become long enough 
to get him into the shrink’s room, 
they were ludicrously disproprotionate 
to' his offence. Furthermore, Helm 
was an educated man. It said so, in 
the file. Further more, Helm looked 
mad. He assumed a psychotic posture, 
one shoulder higher than the other, 
fingers spread and stiff, and those 
crazy white blue eyes with pinpoint 
pupils lunish across the cheeks of 
a cocked-back head. As if about to 
spit. |; .
The shrink was in a bind. Helm 
was the sort of prisoner that it 
probably wouldn’t hurt to classify 
insane, to treat for alcoholism under 
the Doc Act, or to certify.
On the otherhand, Helm, being an 
educated man, might be faking cer­
tain symptoms, in order to frustrate 
the court. This was a nice problem. 
The shrink deliberated, his eyes in 
the file, away from Helm’s face, 
looking up at the blue white eyes 
from time to time. An unpleasant 
duty, to so look upon. He asked 
Helm: “Why don’t you work?”
“I’m a malingerer.”
“Don’t be smart,” the shrink caut­
ioned. The screw moved forward. The 
shrink waved him back« “Is there 
some reason why you don’t find 
employment?”
“ Beg your pardon?”
“ Can’t you get a job that . . . 
suits you?”
“That’s right.”
“I see. What have you tried? 
Recently?”
“Nothing, recently.” j 
“Well, then, w hat. . . ”
“My religion intervenes.”
“I see. What is your religion?” 
“ Not working.”
“Not working. What does your 
religion ... . believe in?”
“I don’t believe in working for 
money. I believe in the Sun, and in 
Brandy.”
“I see. Do you have ceremonies?” 
“What?”
“ Do you perform rituals, do you 
“No.”
“I suppose there are some secrets, 
eh, Mr Helm?”
“ I told you, I am a malingerer.” 
* * *
Helm didn’t work inside, either. 
He swept Yards. He did not change 
clothes, or shave, or wash, unless the 
Governor forced the screws to force 
him to do so. For various reasons, he 
was not ofteq, forced to do things. 
One reason was his art.
Helm had programmed the prison 
system to send him to Maitland, 
where he wrote poems, and painted, 
in his solitary peter.
The Robin Hood Society supplied 
him with canvas, brushes, and paints, 
as he had won a prisoner painting 
competition with a self-portrait. Helm 
admired Van Gogh, and believed “ the 
only true art is self portrait” . Most 
of his self portraits seemed identical 
to others, though no doubt they 
represented movement to Helm. (Or 
did they?) They were of almost photo­
graphic naturalism, hung, propped, 
staring at intruders in his cell.
Helm had other habits which made 
his peter an unpleasant place to visit. 
He would break a hunk of bread 
from his half-loaf, and throw the rest 
over the top of his locker. To feed 
his pets. Who were cockraoches, mice, 
and flying insects.
Few screws wanted in that peter, 
what with those staring eyes, the 
vermin, the odor, the oblivious Helm 
in clothes caked with oilpaint, who 
wiped his paint-smeared hands even 
in his blond hair and stubble, a large 
hard sour man whose voice could be 
heard halfway down the Range cry­
ing alter-wise by owl-light, in the half­
way house oh out o f the windy west 
came two-gunned gabriel tipsy on 
salvation's bottle . . .
He might answer a visiting Robin 
Hood in Versailles French. During 
roll-call in the exercise yard he might 
grow bored with company, fall! 
down and go to sleep; when he went
this far the screws were duty-bound 
to carry him off to black peter. 
There Helm would sing soft laments 
to unmarked hours, and sleep, which 
he loved to do, dreaming what dreams 
the Governor might wake to wonder. 
Later he spoke to me of the necessity 
for killing.
*  *  - *
Helm’s first prescription was The 
Grapes o f Wrath. I was working in 
the laundry then. I checked out the 
book, and lied to him that I had 
read it. He asked me two questions 
and then laughed at me. I said I 
couldn’t and wouldn’t read it. He 
walked away. He refused to speak 
to me. I was daunted by the print, 
but I needed him. Three weeks later 
I claimed I had read the book.
Helm said: “ Name four charac­
ters from the book, and describe 
them to me.”
I could not.
When I had satisfied him on ac­
count of Grapes, he prescribed more 
readings. Recalling that time, I un­
derstand that he did not try to make 
me into himself, or something he 
was interested in becoming. The 
readings and the questionings led 
easily into my developing interests, 
towards a knowledge of the uses of 
my own imagination, towards an 
interest in the courses of peoples’ 
lives. Through these readings, I began 
to appreciate the subtlety of other 
people’s motives (I had thought I was 
the only weird & sublte one). I 
even recognised that Helm did not 
want to use me sexually. We could 
have been lovers then, except for his 
high number; he was a sort of visitor 
to Maitland, and one day, left for 
outside. It was during that hiatus in 
Helm’s tenure there that Glaister 
came to me.
 ̂ * * *
An ally is a powerful thing, pro­
vided one is not dependent upon 
him. Dick Brunswick killed his foster 
parents with an axe when he was 
17. He was paroled at 28, kamp, and 
his life-style was quite adapted to 
the inside. Therefore he picked up 
a couple of newly-weds and drove 
them to French’s Forest* and shot 
them. He told the trial judge if he 
were ever released again he would do 
similarly, and he received Her 
Majesty’s Pleasure.
I became friends with him in Long 
Bay. Once I asked him, why he had 
shot the hitch-hikers, rather than 
committing a famous political assas- 
ination. He told me: “ It would have 
been too much bother.”
When the librarian at Maitland 
was paroled, Dick got himself a trans­
fer from Long Bay, and took over 
the job. He asked me to be his runner. 
That’s the best job in the gaol, and it 
suited my developing interests.
The Maitland Gaol library is a 
large L-shaped room. It’s one of the 
few rooms in Maitland with carpet, 
and it smells vaguely resinous. The 
desk is at the top of the L, near 
the door.
Maitland has about 220 inmates, 
and every weekday morning just 
past 9 o’clock, 40 of the crims are 
lined up outside the Library door. 
Some can’t read, but they like to 
visit the Library anyway, as it is a 
congenial place.
The first ten men ip the queue 
are turned into the Library. They 
may select three books. As individuals 
check out their books, they are
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lined up again, outside. As one leaves, 
another enters.
Few of the crims browsa. How­
ever, if one wants to browse, or even 
pass a word at the shelves, or inquire 
about some literary matter, it’s all 
the same to the Library screw. As 
long as things seem to be moving, he 
doesn’t say anything.
The visiting crims are gone by 10 
o’clock, and stacked on the desk, 
and on the floor beside it, are the 
returned books. They usually num­
ber about a hundred volumes.
The librarian and his runner take 
the cards out of the envelopes at the 
back of the books. The screw collates 
these, to ensure that there are none 
missing. The two crims leaf through 
the books to check for missing pages 
or defacings, which they are supposed 
to report. That means “lagging” , and 
usually the librarian is a cooperative 
prisoner with a heavy sentence, who 
is well-protected.
The two crims re-insert the vetted 
books into their proper places along 
the shelves. The top shelves are a bit 
higher than a man’s head, like the 
steel shelves in a State School lib­
rary. Most of the works are fiction, 
shelved alphabetically by author’s 
names.
“ I’d like us to get some books by 
this Rim bod.”
“Who?” asked the screw.
“Rim bod,” I said, “ he’s a famous 
poet, Mr Higgins.”
“Whad ‘e do?”
Dick said: “His name is Ram 
bow, Robin. In French aye you is 
oh, and in this case the final dee is 
silent.”
“ Ram bow,” I repeated.
“What did he do?” said the screw, 
correcting his pom accent.
“All kinds of stuff,” I said. “He 
ran away from home as a kid and 
slod himself in the streets of Paris, 
and took drugs, and wrote poetry. 
And he knew other famous poets. 
Like Verlaihe. Is that right, Dick? 
Verlaine?”
Dick nodded.
The screw looked at him, smiled, 
and said, “ I don’t think p’raps we 
ought to let ‘im in, on account of this 
place ‘as got to maintain an eye moral 
tone.”
“ It’s pretty hard to keep him out,”
I said. “ His name’s in a lot of other 
books. We already got books about 
him in here.”
“Which ones?”
“Oh, lots of 'em.”
“Oh.”
“ Hey, Dick what’s merde mean?” 
“ Shit, Robin.”
“Well, Mr Higgins, that’s what 
he wrote on the Church.”
The screw laughed. “Sounds like 
a nagging little bitch like you, that.” 
“ Oh, Mr Higgins, how could you 
say that?”
“I apologize, my dear,” said the 
screw. “ Now tell me — was he only 
in it for the money?”
“ He never made no money,” I 
protested.
“ Smokes?”
Dick laughed: “Another cynic” . 
“When I get out,” I warned the 
screw, “I am going to write a book 
about this place, and make a krillion.’'’ 
“ Hope I get a mention,” said the 
screw.
“ If he doesn’t,” Dick said, “he 
probably won’t  let it in either.”
“Too right,” said the screw.
Brunswick and I were a good 
team. Brunswick had a reputation as 
a crazy and a lagger, and I was pop­
ular. Together we had a lot to offer, 
and we got a lot in return. Through 
me, the Bankers could use Dick to 
negotiate with the screws. If a heavy 
was transferred to Maitland, and be­
gan upsetting the status quo, Dick 
could set him up for a contraband 
charge and get him transferred out 
again. The Bankers would be rid of 
trouble without having to shiv any­
one, or acquire the stigma of laggings. 
And as runner, I had the sort of job 
that confers the most freedom of 
movement in the gaol.
In Long Bay, there are dozens of 
Runners, but in Maitland, there are
only two. There is an office runner, 
and a library runner.
Because freedom of movement 
between different ranges is scarce 
in a prison, a runner has marketable 
services. He is the messenger of the 
crim power structure, the fixer of 
inmate self-government. Look at 
Robin running . . .
* * *
Look at me: Zimmer sent run­
ning to the peters of three prisoners 
who have been discharged, to pick 
up the books they have left behind. 
How touching it is to enter a recently 
vacated cell. Zimmer is sentimental. 
Zimmer is a queen.
Zimmer carries the books he col­
lects with a bent wrist in the crook 
of elbow over his breast. He has big 
hands, shaved arms, and long finger­
nails. He jives down stairs staccato, 
slightly sidewise, and jumps the last 
three steps.
Zimmer floating in midair, like 
a fiary. Wears his khaki canvas hat 
on the back of his head, wire him 
up like Mary Martin, like Marlene 
or Hedy. His naturally curly black 
hair in a fringe, straightened by applic­
ations of tea and pressings of linen. 
His eyebrows are plucked. He paints 
his eyelashes with a mixture of Per­
kins paste and India ink. His shirttail 
hangs outside his pants, like a skirt. 
The other prisoners’ shirts are blue; 
Zimmer’s was bleached white by a 
friend in the alundry. Another friend 
in -the tailor shop has flared his 
denim trousers. And another friend, 
in the cobbler shop, has custom-made 
a pair of prison shoes, slightly pointy- 
toed, which he wears without laces, 
as though they are slip-ons.
The shoes are worn on the inside 
first, because of the way Zimmer 
moves across the tarmac. All the 
muscles of the torso between the 
gluteal cleft and the nipple-line are 
kept tight, the buttocks are firm, 
the back swayed, the hips turned 
under, the belly has a hard swell; 
the chin is high, the head tilted 
slightly, as though the stiff torso is 
riding a cute pony; the heel hits the 
ground first, and the foot turns in 
as the weight comes over the ball of 
the foot, so the shoes wear on the 
inside first. Zimmer’s shoulders are 
squared, his loose arm and wrist are 
supple.
A screw must authorize a runner’s 
movement through the prison, on a 
ticket describing the runner’s destin­
ation. At every gate, another screw 
must sign the ticket.
A polite, likeable, funny queer 
runner who is nice to the screws 
would never be ramped except by a 
naive new screw. Such a runner is an 
efficient medium of information, 
threats, gossip, and tobacco. I liked 
being library runner. When I stopped 
at a gate to get my ticket signed, I 
would shift my weight on to one foot, 
swivel my pelvis, and bend the un­
weighted knee before the loaded one. 
I would stare off romantic, thinking 
of the ambience of the empty peters 
I had just visited.
I grew up inside, and I under­
stand time like some of you out 
there understand money. I haven’t 
an experience of legal tender, but 
people need currencies, and th is  
Zimmer is wise in traffick trades and 
barters. In a place where ingratiation 
and survival are almost synonymous, 
I loath nearly everyone, and nearly 
everyone likes me, condescends to 
me, is unaware of my feelings, can 
be made to serve my designs. Besides 
the homosex — yes, I’m sure I like 
it — besides that, being a queen gives 
me a way of trading on the futile 
hang-ups of most of these prisoners, 
who are trying to preserve the stupid 
relics of some outside identity. I 
write poetry in my peter in peace, 
and have a will among men. I know 
guilt is as good as gold among the 
guilty.
I don’t hate screws I love them. 
Over the years my love has become 
quite sophisticated. I’m not really 
tight with screws; I have an under­
standing. When one comes down on 
! me, I turn with him, so carefully
with him that I am an extension of 
his poor will. Order me to eat shit, 
and I am a copraphile, a sycophant, 
swilling urine for a chaser. Soon 
these screws confuse my orgy for 
your own phantasies and hand me 
a limp whip, and I make it hard 
for you.
I even love the do-gooders. I love 
them when they discover I am great 
material for rehabilitation. I pander 
to them, until they begin to suspect 
themselves, suspect their motives for 
wailing in the opera of my oppression. 
Then I shall make reasonable requests 
for things which make my life here 
easier, and get them. The do-gooders 
are all secure again, through that, in 
their outside roles, and if managed 
properly, they make me more secure 
in my role inside. They recognize the 
potential for success in me, without 
realizing that I am a success.
It was through such a reasonable 
request that we won the Great Books 
for the Library. Dick and I wrote to 
Encyclopaedia Brittanica, explaining 
that the rehabilitation program in the 
prisons of New South Wales included 
discussion groups and debating soc­
ieties. Could they help by sending an 
encyclopaedia, to prepare cases for 
debaters? Dick was starting a debating 
society at Maitland — he had been 
in the Long Bay team when it was 
started.
We had our first debate before 
we got an answer from Brittanica. 
That was a famous victory — there 
was a bloke in a suit, who was not 
really a screw, and Dick got him 
enthused about the debating team. 
The Governor was not so enthused, 
but a debate was scheduled . . .  an 
odd occasion, that. About half the 
crims came, wanting (I know) to see 
Brunswick and to a lesser extent, 
myself, humiliated. The Comptroller- 
General of Prisons also came.
We were debating the local Jay­
cees, and we pasted them. I can’t 
even remember the proposition, ex­
cept that it was a dull one, and the 
Jaycees were embarrassed and unpre­
pared.
The crims cheered. The Comp­
troller-General was enthused. The 
Governor did a volte-face, and it 
became much easier for us to get 
books into the library.
Apparently the Brittanica encyc­
lopaedia sets were moving well, and 
the Great Books of the Western 
World were not, because we received 
a set of the latter. They were a gift, 
bound in leather, a great, heavy set, 
and they entered the library in toto, 
full of works on deleterious topics, 
like psychology and philosophy. I’m 
sure they would not have come in 
if we had ordered the lot in paper­
back reprints of the classics! What 
good stuff! Many crims can quote 
you Shakespeare, to the effect that 
a man who would turn a key on an­
other was not of woman born, and so 
forth, but these Great Books were 
full of passages ripe for my special 
pleadings. Such as Aristophanes, in 
The Symposium:
“ . . . they are fond o f men, and 
enjoy lying with men and em­
bracing them, and these are the best 
of boys, because they are nat­
urally bravest. Some call them 
shameless, but that is false; no 
sharhelessness makes them do this. 
Here's the proof: when they grow 
up, such as these alone are men 
in public affairs... . ”
Persons take the shape the forces 
of their lives impose, unless they 
are poets, who can take any shape 
from the power of knowing, from 
the power of knowing the things that 
are not. Carol would not be a poet, 
and the forces shaped him into a 
flame. Carol was at the mercy of 
history, and that’s no mercy at all. 
This story will take Carol’s shape 
in its course, but now I’ll change my 
voice into one appropriate to the sed­
uction of Jaycees, and take the shape 
of force.
* * *
I do not think any intelligent 
person, who knew much about the 
modern prison system, could offer 
a simple, rational justification for its
existence.
The modern prison is a very recent 
innovation in our English-speaking 
culture. The Auburn experiment, 
which furnished a prototype for most 
modern prisons, was undertaken 137 
years ago. So this type of punishment 
is new, not only compared with 
such institutions as the common law, 
jury trial, and advocacy, but also 
when compared to definitely modern 
institutions, such as daily newspapers, 
power, and universal franchise. If 
that fact seems odd, it is because of 
the general ignorance about these 
matters.
Imprisonment as a hurt, is an­
cient. However, in England, it was 
not the chief legal hurt until the 
police were reorganized, well into 
the 19th Century. The organization 
of a centrally-administered, discip­
lined police, occurred nearly two 
centuries later in England than on 
the Continent. Chappell and Wilson, 
in The Police and the Public say:
“ . . . the reason for this delay 
was largely the suspicion felt by 
most Englishmen for police in 
general, and the French police 
system in particular. The police 
were widely regarded as an in­
strument of political oppression, 
and the prejudice against them 
constituted one of the major 
barriers to their establishment in 
England.”
The tory reaction was at high 
tide in the early 1800s. England 
had large industrial cities, a disposs­
essed proletariat, and a great deal 
of what is called “crime” . The tory 
reaction to this was a sort of legal 
terrorism. Detection of crimes was, 
by modern standards, haphazard. 
The emphasis in sentencing was on 
“the deterrent effect” , and imprison­
ment was not considered terrible 
enough to produce this effect.
At the time, almost fifty offences 
were punishable by public hanging. 
The sort of things that the proper­
tied classes killed for make a droll 
list. These offences included stealing 
fish, forgery, concealment of effects 
by a bankrupt, damaging a canal 
bank, and cutting hop-binds. Some 
misdemeanours were punishable by 
sorts of public humiliation, such as 
flogging, and the pillory. Small-time 
felonies were treated by transport­
ation to Australia. This meant death 
aboard ship for a portion of those so 
sentenced, and terms of from seven 
years to life at slave labor for the 
survivors.
The temper of those times? In 
Convicts and the Colonies, Shaw 
mounts some remarks of Chief Justice 
Ellenborough, uttered by that Lord 
in 1810:
‘ . . .  he and his colleagues were 
“unanimously of the opinion that 
the expediency of justice and 
public security requires that there 
should not be a revision of capital 
punishment” as the penalty for 
stealing privately in a shop goods 
to the value of five shillings; after 
all, he [Ellenborough] said the 
alternative — transportation — was 
“a summer’s excursion, an easy 
migration to a happier and a better 
climate” . ’
* * *
Robert Peel is a transitional figure. 
He had an interesting career — he 
knew Byron, collected Flemish art, 
sponsored a policy of cheap food 
for the masses, and was a principal 
in the “ Queen’s bedchamber” affair. 
He is best known as the founder of 
modern police forces.
Peel was an advocate of a radical 
idea: that the “deterrent effect” 
rested strongest in the potential 
criminal’s estimate of his chances 
of getting caught, rather than in the 
fear of a severe sentence. As more 
evidence about the social facts ac­
crued, this idea gained ascendency 
over the orthodox position held by 
such as Ellenborough.
I should remark that Peel set up 
two police forces. The first was a 
political strike cavalry, the Royal Irish 
Constabulary, which represented 
many of the features of European 
police forces that Englishmen would 
not tolerate at Home. And the Con­
stabulary had a greater influence on 
the influence on the organization of 
Australian police forces than the more 
civil Metropolitan Police of London, 
which he founded in 1829.
The same charges in the political 
atmosphere in England, which led to
the founding of the Metropolitan 
Police, also reduced the number of 
offences punishable by hanging. A 
political movement in Australia ten­
ded to make transportation less feas­
ible. Thus it evolved that more de­
fenders were being brought before 
the courts by more efficient policing, 
at the same time that it became less 
convenient to kill or banish the con­
victed.
* * *
In 1829, the founders of what has 
become our modern penal orthodoxy 
had vain hopes. Their ideal was 
that prisons would reform their in­
mates, so that upon release the for­
mer convicts could be accommod­
ated in normal soicety. However, 
the existing English prisons were un­
satisfactory for purposes of reform. 
They weren’t even designed to allow 
prisoners to survive sentences of any 
length.
Congregate prisons, such as. New­
gate, lumped all descriptions of per­
sons together in enormous rooms, 
where these persons committed en­
ormities upon one another.
Progressive thinkers observed that 
under such conditions, inmates had 
“a demoralizing effect” upon one 
another. This observation led to the 
first basic changes in prison architec­
ture. Of the disciplines that have 
created our modern prisons, archit­
ecture is chief.
Attempting to devise a machine 
for reform in 1829 the Quakers of 
Pennsylvania promoted a Model Pen­
itentiary, designed by an English­
man, John Haviland.
The first principle of the Pennsyl­
vania system was to isolate the pris­
oners from one another.
The prison was built like a star 
with seven rays, surrounded by a 
square, high wall. The peters faced 
out, rather than into, the galleries. 
(In fairness, I should say Haviland 
copied both these features from exist­
ing prisons — Vilain’s Ghentish goal, 
and the Pope of Rome’s lockup at 
St. Michael. However, the Pennsyl­
vania prison was a symbol of a 
theoretical system about the purpose 
of imprisonment, rather than a spec­
ial gaol. It was meant as a model.) 
The peters were large and airy — 
the ceilings were 16 feet high — and 
there was a solitary prisoner in each 
peter, who took his meals alone, 
and was never allowed contact 
with other inmates. His was a 
chamber for meditation and labor. 
He was given work to do, and 
he was allowed an hour a day 
for solitary exercise in a small yard. 
Proper members of the Society of 
Friends called on him, to provide 
him with an example of, the conver­
sation about, right conduct.
The Pennsylvania system, as this 
sort of solitary cellular confinement 
was known, was widely admired. The 
British built a Model Prison at Pen- 
tonville, to try out the principle. 
Then as now, however, penal mat­
ters were not matters of great priority 
at the Treasury, and 16-foot ceilings 
in each single room was going it a 
bit strong.
Practical men tried to find ways 
of converting existing buildings to 
serve the principle of isolating and 
reforming inmates. One such attempt, 
at Auburn, in New York State, 
caused a stir. At Auburn, the cells 
faced into the galleries, and were not 
so large and airy. The cells were 
3’6” wide, in fact. Parisomony also 
meant that the prisoners in these 
small cells were allowed no outside 
exercise, nor labor. Sensationally, 
the lonely inmates failed to thrive. 
One observer noted: “Many of those 
so confined became ill, went insane, 
committed suicide, and the like.”
In 1834, a new manager was 
brought in. His name was Elam 
“ Lasher” Lynds, and he developed the 
Auburn system, upon which most 
modern prison regimens are based.
Lynds brought prisoners out of 
the peters to working groups on 
productive labor, and to eat in a 
mass dining room.
To avoid the problem of “demoral­
ization” , Lynds lashingly enforced 
The Rule of Silence. The crims had 
to walk to their various assignments 
in step, eyes down, mouths shut. 
This sytem, which combined the 
ideal of solitary confinement with 
the practical advantage of slave 
labor gangs, seemed very practical, 
and was widely emulated.
Lynds later built Sing Sing, with 
tiers bf inward facing cells, and cat- 
walks running along the upper tiers. 
Thus creating a model for the set 
of nearly every Hollywood prison 
flick you’ve seen.
The Quakers and Lynds weren’t 
the only great influences upon prison 
architecture in our modern times. 
Economics has played a part. By 
bribery deceit and smart promotion, 
the steel companies convinced polit­
icians, public, and prison architects, 
that your average exhibitionist or, 
chat was a cross between King Kong 
and a giant Argentine ant, and these 
companies have bilked Treasuries into 
paying for millions of tons of tool- 
proof steel.
Jim Bennett comments, “The bars 
used in such prisons are actually 
twice as large, and more than twice 
as strong, as those used in zoos to 
restrain lions or giant Kodiak bears
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According to an expert estimate, 
the steel companies’ promotion made 
the cost of constructing a single cell 
about four times as expensive as it 
had to be. This economic phenomena 
had several corrolaries. Firstly, it 
meant that prisons became quite 
large, in order to take advantage of 
economies of scale. In many jurisdic­
tions, there tended to be one big 
prison, containing all descriptions of 
prisoner, from drunk to axe murderer.
Secondly, this economic pheno­
mena produced a situation where too 
few cells were built to hold inmates 
“one-out” , and so most modern pris­
ons now have two, three, four or 
more prisoners in the same peter. 
The net effect of the change from 
congregate prisons then, has been to 
de-emphasize mob action, and stress 
skills in small group dynamics.
I don’t want to give the impres­
sion that New South Wales’ prisons 
are precisely like model American 
prisons o'f Lynds’ era. We have, for 
instance, no mass dining room — 
we eat in our cells. We do take 
mass exercise together, in a yard 
where we can converse. There is 
considerable window-dressing, and, 
of course, we have more company 
in our cells.
* * *
I have read a book, printed by a 
bootleg union press in 1918, with 
a preface by Henry Lawson, about 
the experience of a cleric or some­
thing similar, who had crossed the 
Government of the day, and who had 
done some time in Long Bay. One 
impression it made on me was “how 
little things have changed!” Some 
of the notices on the walls were just 
the same. The same shit-tubs. The 
same slippers. However, nowhere in 
the book was there any mention of 
homosexuality, and it seems that 
many of the peters in the Bay were 
“one-outs” in those days. In my 
time, they have become more crow­
ded.
I remember when it became nec­
essary to put three in a cell, the 
official line was that this would 
reduce the number of assaults in 
cells, because the third party would 
mediate. Of course, the unofficial 
result was, that the first party held 
down the second, while the third 
fucked him, but crims are hardly 
ever consulted on matters of penal 
reform The pressure groups that 
must be appeased are all Outside, 
and if they can get their particular 
hobby horse, be it psychiatric treat­
ment, job training, or flowers in the 
peters, stabled in the Annual Re­
port, they are usually appeased.
* * *
Though they are not available 
in prison libraries, I have read the 
Annual Reports of the Comptroller- 
Generals of the prisons of New South 
Wales. It is re markable^how these have 
become glossier in format, increas­
ingly illustrated with photographs, 
and more liberal in tone, as the pris­
on system of this State has become 
more difficult to justify.
These Annual Reports have clar­
ified my opinion of modern penal 
orthodoxy. This is my opinion: mod­
ern prison systems were a by-product 
historically speaking, of uncontrolled 
social change. The ideologies that 
have shaped them are contradictory, 
but conmingled, and confused. I 
shall outline the “four functions” 
of modern prisons in a moment, but
first I must say that, as a literary 
man, I savour the ironies that arise 
when institutions are created, as it 
were, by accident, and then gener­
ations of bureaucrats are assigned 
to devise justifications for their jobs, 
and to assure the general public that 
these institutions do have a purpose, 
and that they are fulfilling that 
purpose.
Here is a passage from a 1956 
Annual Report. I think it a good 
example of orthodox cant, made 
more poignant by the situation in 
that year, when the prison system 
was already beginning to choke on 
its own bullshit.
“It is the duty of the depart­
ment of Prisons to ensure that the 
sentences imposed by the Courts 
are carried into effect . . .
“The deterrent power of pun­
ishment does not lie in its severity; 
it lies rather in its certainty. This, 
in turn, depends upon the ef­
ficiency of the Police and the swift 
and certain administration of jus­
tice. Such deterrent influences 
as imprisonment possesses are 
matters external to the prison 
proper — the dishonour of con­
viction and the fear of the un­
known . . .
“To have any understanding 
of a penal system, there are cer­
tain fundamentals which must be 
understood. Stated in brief and 
simplified form, they are —
1) that all persons received into 
prisons are criminals;
2) that such persons do not 
come to prison willingly but are 
anxious to escape the consequen­
ces of their misdeeds, either by 
absconding or by breaking down 
the discipline of the prison or 
by gaining for themselves con­
cessions which are not allowed;
3) that the department has no 
say in the number of people it 
receives nor their character nor 
the length of their stay in the 
prison; and
4) that the dual objects of sec­
urity on the one hand and re­
habilitation on the other are in a 
number of important respects 
antagonistic to one another.”
This stuff is easy game for a 
literary man — see how the radical 
chic of the 1830s becomes the un­
examined cliches of the 1950s? Yes: 
“ . . . lies rather in its certainty” ! 
And didn’t Ghandi feel honoured by 
conviction, just as the average 17- 
year-old yahoo does? Of course, some 
innocent men are sent to prison, 
and some guilty men come to prison 
compliantly and willingly; the most 
numerous type of prisoner, the chat, 
would be bereft it he were excluded 
from prison, because it is his chief 
means of food and shelter. But I 
must avoid the temptation to make 
sport of this Comptroller-General’s 
prose, and admire its vigor, and pro­
ceed to the main points.
For about 150 years, the propon­
ents of the modern prison orthodoxy 
have declared that they are not in­
terested in hurt, but are mainly 
concerned with reformation of char­
acter, they would have been im­
peached long ago, because they have 
not produced enough evidence to 
support this claim to successfully 
defend themselves from a charge 
of loitering with intent.
The fact is that the proponents 
of the modern orthodoxy get their 
budget allocations for performing 
certain functions, and they per­
formed these reasonably well, until 
their cant caught up with them.
The first reason that penal author­
ities get their salaries and their capital 
allocations is vengeance. Vengeance 
is salable politically. Certain classes 
of people, especially property own­
ers, will vote and pay taxes in order 
to see other classes of people, es­
pecially the unpropertied classes, 
hounded and hurt. The “deterrent 
influence” of a prison sentence is 
subsumed under this rubic, and so 
is the slogan “gaol is not a motel” . 
Of course, the major deterrent in­
fluences in most people’s lives is a 
determination to keep faith with 
one’s peers and one’s self, and if an 
individual has lost that determin­
ation, the Comptroller-General is cor­
rect: prison is not much of a 
deterrent. However, vengeance is not 
marketed politically by selling social 
realities, and vengeance and obscur­
antism are part of the parcel of con­
temporary political movements here 
in America. The proper name of these 
movements is “fascism”.
Prisons have a second function,
1'
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which is less well understood, and 
which they perform quite efficiently. 
This is quarantine. I suppose this sub­
sumes “security” , as alluded to by 
that particular Comptroller-General.
Look at it this way: certain in­
dividuals are annoying. They are 
shovelled in by the police, and flushed 
by the courts, and pooled for a time 
in prisons. Now, the matter of “sec­
uring” these individuals inside prisons 
is not so inimical to “rehabilitation” 
as the C-G suggests. The second most 
numerous type of prisoner these days 
can be described as “a young work­
ing class male, with little education 
and a lot of energy.” Through spen­
ding a few years in brain-bendingly 
dull confinement, and eating a bad 
diet, such prisoners are conditioned 
to accept dull marriages and dull jobs 
outside.
Surely, you may say, some of the 
inmates are more than annoyances — 
they are menaces; this is true, true. 
In every prison population, there is a 
type of prisoner who has been con­
victed of some crime involving con­
siderable nastiness, and who, further­
more, refuses to become compliant 
and cooperative inside gaol. These 
are the “heavies” . They are the people 
that make the best justificatory ex­
amples for people who argue for 
tool-proof bars, high walls, and ar­
med screws. I would say that the 
“heavies” number about 50 in a 
thousand prisoners, and that on any 
given day, perhaps 200 are in the 
prisons of New South Wales. Per­
haps 200. However, considerably less 
than 200 of these inmates are giant 
Kodiak bears.
As for rehabilitation . . . well, 
there are schools of thought about 
that — the decision for Christ ur- 
gers, the psychiatric treatment ur- 
gers, the situational case work ur- 
gers. In each instance, the emphasis 
is upon using police, courts, prisons 
and parole officers1 • as a system for 
changing the behaviour of deviant 
individuals.
I do not think at this point in 
history any intelligent person who 
knew much about prisons would 
claim that they are very efficient 
at eliminating deviant behaviour. 
The evidence is, that they contribute 
towards deviant behaviour. There are 
signs that the people running the 
show are beginning to realize that a 
new orthodoxy is required. Recent 
legislation in several Australian States 
tends toward a “post-modern” pen­
ology, where prisons and mental hos­
pitals will be interchangeable venues 
for mandatory “cures” . I am per­
sonally convinced that neuro-surgery, 
drugs and brain-washing will prove 
much more effective in the reform of 
character than even solitary cellular 
confinement.
My opinion is at least partially 
shared by another Comptroller- 
General of prisons, who, upon re­
tirement in 1966, wrote:
“ I have served during about 20% 
of the total period during which 
imprisonment has been the accep­
ted primary punishment. I am 
far from convinced that it is the 
most appropriate for general ap­
plication and would emphasize 
that it is, historically, new, and, 
as yet, unjustified by accurately 
calculated results . . .”
It is remarkable how much the 
tone of the Comptroller-Generals 
changed between 1956 and 1966. 
However, the crisis that prompted 
the latter’s candour was alluded to, 
coyly, in the passage I quoted from 
the former.
“ . . . the department has no say 
in the number of people it receives 
nor their character nor the length 
of their stay in prison . . . ”
Prisons are almost the only social 
institution with no right of exclusion. 
Whether the Governor wants to take 
in X or not, X is brought to the 
Governor’s gate with a compelling 
warrant to take X and hold him 
within.
What ballsed up the prisons of 
New South Wales is that the judges 
and magistrates started to believe 
this bullshit about rehabilitation. 
From about 1950 onwards, the find­
ings of empirical sociologists received 
wide attention in the legal game in 
this State. Certain studies showed 
that the majority of sentences in
1. Parole boards were first instituted in 
Australia in 1961, in the State of Vic­
toria.
most English-speaking countries were 
very short — three months or less. 
The studies also revealed that per­
sons who received short sentences 
tended to go out of gaol and come 
back in again with some regularity. 
This is the so-called “revolving door 
effect.” The discovery of the “revol­
ving door effect” made a mockery 
of the system’s claims about refor­
ming prisoners. If prisoners are re­
formed, why do they come back so 
much?
* * *
There is a psychological process, 
called “The Process of Cognitive 
Dissonance” , which describes how 
people tend to dispose of discomfor­
ting facts. By this process, the dis­
comforted cogitator tends to put 
a construction upon the facts which 
enables him to maintain his own self­
esteem — at whatever cost to his 
reality function.
So instead of simply resigning, 
the judges and magistrates put this 
construction on the facts: gaol was 
only good for people in large doses. 
Jointly and severally, they started 
sending first offenders out of court 
on fines arid bonds, thus preserving 
these offenders from demoralizing 
contact with prison culture. They 
put second offenders on long, sus­
pended sentences. And when the sec­
ond offenders came back as third of­
fenders, they were sent to gaol for 
much longer sentences than were 
previously the case.
So between 1956 and 1966, when 
the State’s population was increasing.
So instead of simply resigning, 
the number of men sent for prison 
sentences decreased by 8 per cent.2 
But because those who were senten­
ced received longer sentences, the 
daily average prison population in­
creased very rapidly, In those ten 
years, the DAPP increased from less 
than 3000 to more than 3500. This 
meant more men to a ’cell, and the 
demographic effect of the post-war 
baby boom meant that there was a 
remarkable shift in the average age 
of the prison population.
1966 was the year that folk la­
ments were popular on the radio, 
and it was the year that the retiring 
Comptroller-General lamented:
“ One has then a penal system 
operating largely in walled prisons 
which are too small, which were 
built 50 to 120 years ago, with 
inadequate or inappropriate pro­
visions for work, education, leis­
ure and other activities. On top 
of these disabilities, one finds 
that the very texture of the prison 
population itself has changed to an 
almost overwhelming emphasis on 
youthful prisoners serving long sen­
tences. Traditionally, it is the 
youthful offenders who commit 
the reckless, unpremeditated acts 
and are the most overtly rebellious; 
When these inherent characteristics 
are combined with the extinction 
of hope by long sentences — and 
I do not question that the sen­
tences were properly awarded — 
the mixture is an explosive, amoral 
and potentially violent compound. 
When this has occurred over a short 
period of time, it is impossible to 
prepare for it in advance, either 
with buildings, programmes or 
staff.”
*  *  *
Long Bay Penitentiary is the lar­
gest prison in New South Wales, 
holding more than a third of all the 
State’s inmates on any given day, 
and dealing with more than half 
of prisoner receptions. On any given 
day in 1966, Long Bay held about 
1200 prisoners, and in that year 
about 13,500 men were received 
there.
There are three reasons for the 
high turnover in The Bay.
The first is that The Bay is used 
as a remand depot. A lot of men 
unable to make bail are held there, 
and a lot of men come there for 
“a taste” . As well, some alleged 
murderers would be lodged in The 
Bay while technically innocent, and 
sent to a long series of adjournments. 
Each time they check back in from 
court (as bail is ordinarily refused), 
another “prisoner received” is chal­
2. However, the practice of sending a man 
convicted, but not yet sentenced, to re­
mand in custody, became more prevalent. 
This is known as “a taste of gaol" among 
magistrates. Remand prisoners have more 
segregation from one another, but fewer 
privileges, than men under sentence. After 
a "taste", the individual is brought back 
before a merciful court and given a bond.
ked up in the statistics.
The second reason for the turn­
over is the number of short sen­
tences, even during the zenith of the 
long sentence fad. In 1966, about 
60% of all prisoners received under 
sentence were sent for terms of eiss 
than three months.
Many drunks and chats are re ­
ceived five times or more a year. 
One famous Melbourne drunk named 
Jock McGroarty racked up 623 sen­
tences in a not-overly-long life. Long 
Bay is the State’s principal chat- 
yard. It also hold maintenance pris­
oners until they agree to fork over 
to their ex-wives and kiddies. Main­
tenance prisoners, by the way, get 
good jobs — on the farm just outside 
the prison — and real crims, who are 
never allowed outside the brick walls, 
despise them, and call them “cunt- 
starvers” .
The third reason for the turnover 
rate is that The Bay is a classification 
depot. Scarcely anyone serves more 
than three months before being in­
spected, interviewed, and “ classified”. 
When a prisoner is classified, he is 
transferred to a special place which 
caters to his particular rehabilitation 
needs.
Hardcase heavies either stay at 
special jobs in The Bay, or go to 
Parramatta.
Prisoners who have long sentences, 
but who are unlikely to make waves, 
are transferred to Goulbum or Bath­
urst. First offenders who do square 
crime, like a big book cookery, or 
shooting a wife, get Goulburn. Sec­
ond offenders, or old tired hands, 
get Bathurst. Both these “classific­
ations” are candidates for affore­
station camps on the last laps of 
their lagging. By the way, Bathurst 
and Goulburn were built from iden­
tical plans, and both have Lion’s 
Heads with Keys in Mouths over 
their main gates. Lore is that if you 
could find the Lion’s Assholes, and 
goose your particular Lion, the key 
would drop from the mouth, the 
gate would unlock, and you could 
go home. The apocryphal assholes 
have never been discovered.
Grafton Gaol is now famous. It 
is one of the local gaols that dot 
the State — I know a fellow whose 
only claim to fame is that he did 
some time in Broken Hill. However, 
Grafton’s fame is based on a separate 
range, the Punishment Section. This 
serves as the whole State’s ultimate 
shit can.
To get to Grafton’s special treat, 
you must not only rate on “ intrac­
table” classification, you have to 
be rated as a real threat to the rest 
of the prison system. The main 
charges which warrant Grafton trans­
fers are mutiny, assaulting a screw, 
inciting a riot, homosexual rape, or 
shivving another prisoner. Grafton 
intractables have a total silence rule, 
complete segregation, few privileges, 
and plenty of thumpings.
Maitland is a protection gaol, 
with one-out peters. It’s a billet 
where the system assigns people it 
doesn’t quite understand: it is a 
maximum security gaol. Inside it 
are: queens who are too manipulative 
to be sent to the model homosexual 
prison at Cooma; psychological ter­
rorists who don’t indulge in physical 
violence; people like Keith, who 
falsely declare themselves homosexual 
to work a Maitland transfer, because 
at Maitland they get a room of their 
own; and, kids like Larry who are 
not self-declared homosexuals, but 
who have to be segregated from 
other prisoners. Maitland also houses 
the cretins, and the laggers, who 
would be killed if they were left 
in cells among crims they had lagged 
upon — in short, Maitland is one 
for the weirdos.
*  *  *
It is untrue to say that the prison 
culture of New South Wales is a 
homosexual culture. It is a culture 
that is strictly heterosexual, and that 
rigidly enforces two separate codes 
of conduct upon its members, who 
are either masculine, or feminine.
Butch partners are not considered 
homosexuals in this culture; they 
are the men, and would react viol­
ently to the suggestion that their 
fucking is perverse.
Queens are treated and spoken 
of as girls, by both the crims and 
the screws. Since most crims and 
screws share a working-class morality, 
they don’t use certain taboo words
in front of queens in company inside. 
When the roles are sorted out, pris­
oners can do time easy. When their 
sexual identity is in doubt, they do 
time hard. Someone entering prison 
for the first time is like a migrant: 
he must create a new status for 
himself.
The big losers in the prison sexual 
politik are the “cats” , who will not 
accept feminine status, but who are 
weak and so are raped, or coerced 
into cock-sucking. They do not re­
ceive the chivalry accorded queens.
The proportion of self-acknow­
ledged queens in a gaol varies. It 
, would be close to a hundred in a 
hundred in The Cooma Prison. In 
Maitland, the ratio would be as high 
as one in 30. In Long Bay Peniten­
tiary, the odds are more like one 
to a hundred.
You can see that queens are scarce, 
and scarcities are usually related to 
currencies. To understand these sexual 
politics, you need to know something 
of prison capitalism. Tobacco is pris­
on currency.
Wages are paid to prisoners for 
certain jobs. Yard sweepers, for in­
stance, get no wages, and no tobacco. 
Prisoners on wages are issued with 
two ounces of tobacco per week.
The wheels of the prison economy 
are The Bankers. In a prison like 
The Bay, there would be a handful 
of Bankers who have accumulated 
as much as 15 pounds of tobacco 
through extortion, usury, trafficking 
and dealing. The value of 15 pounds 
of tobacco, equated against outside 
wages, is in excess of $10,000.
Personal possession of more than 
two ounces of tobacco is a breach 
of prison regulations, so the Banker 
must have great administrative skills 
in order to hoard his capital against 
the screws’ ramps. A lot of his capital 
is loaned out. Stashing is another art. 
And one way to store the goods is 
to convert tobacco into banknotes. 
Money is contraband in prison, but 
there is a black market in it. The 
value of a dollar bill inside is not 
related to its value outside — but 
then, the Queensland tobacco issued 
in prison would have no commercial 
value outside.
Now as to sex: it is apportioned 
according to the laws of the politiks 
of scarcity. The richest buy it. The 
toughest take it. The desperates rip 
it off. To get a lot of it is an orna­
ment of status. Generally speaking, 
the Bankers are both the richest and 
the toughest, as prison capitalism is 
more laissez-faire than that practiced 
outside these days. They get the best 
queens. Desirable queens have extra 
tobacco and a lot of influence in 
prison affairs, through their boy 
friends. They can even develop an 
independent sort of power.
If anyone was seriously interested 
in changing prison culture, they 
would forget about discussion 
groups, music therapy, integrated shit 
sheds and toileted peters, and simply 
issue unlimited tobacco.
Dinga once asked me: “Can you 
imagine it?”
The whole politik of the crim 
world would dissolve, and a refor­
mation passed on some other scarcity 
would take place. During this dis­
solution, there would be opportunit­
ies to change the politik. But until 
such an unlikely event, the screws 
have to life with the facts of life. 
The Bankers are in business, and 
any effort to break the baronies would 
cause so much disruption that Min­
isters of the Crown would cringe.
In practice, the screws of New 
South Wales delegate considerable 
responsibility for the running of the 
prisons to the Bankers.
*  *  *
That is how I see it. I know who’s 
a queen, who’s a heavy, who’s head­
ed for a fall; for me, the signs are 
like neon lights. However, it’s a 
little confusing for, say, a square 
lumberjack from Bateman’s Bay who 
never would have seen the inside of 
a big-time gaol, except for mistaking 
his wife for a tree. He comes into 
the Bay for classification purposes, 
before getting his Goulburn transfer. 
In the Bay, the screws don’t allow 
the queens to wear make-up, but 
the girls can still pluck their eye­
brows and walk like queens. So our 
lumberjack friend comes in through 
reception, and spend the next few 
days in a corner of the exercise yard 
working out the scene.
Nearly every male who isn’t crazy 
or stupid will con a scene to see who 
is heavy, and who he might have to 
fight if he declares his own weight, 
and that would seem the most im­
portant consideration for our lum­
berjack. As for the queens fluttering 
about the cage, doing their little 
deals, he’s likely to just mutter god­
damn poofdahs, and maybe go a 
little tight-assed, especially if a few 
heavies look at him with a smile 
on their faces.
After a week or so, the lumber­
jack gets lonely, and takes a chance 
on company. Maybe he saves up 
some tobacco, and works his way 
into a poker game.
So he’s playing poker for tobacco 
stakes, and he’s trying to work out 
who’ll fold and who’ll bluff, and 
naturally he has to tune into the 
other blokes holding cards. He tunes 
in on a new set of values. Very 
quickly, he starts learning who’s who 
inside. If he plays his cards right, he 
gets tips on how to get a good 
job inside. The third thing he hears 
about is sex, inside. He learns that 
the butch partner is not considered 
a queer, but a regular guy, in fact, 
a virile, smart, tough and clever 
bloke, and one of the club. He also 
hears gossip about things like how to 
do a better job outside — technical 
things, such as the features of Chubb 
safes, or the schematics of alarm 
systems — and there’s chat about cars, 
smart operators, great drunks, old 
times, and dope.
A month later you see the lum­
berjack with his arm around some 
nice little piece in the corner of the 
yard, whispering stories about the 
glories of sunrise in the forests, and 
getting taken down for whatever 
tobacco he carried away from the 
poker game.
“...a lot o f people talkin' 
but very few really know, ” 
Sonny Boy Williamson said that.
ilWhatI don't know
I  can imagine, ”
I  said that...
Lawrence R. Glaister had trouble 
with his parents, and took flight. 
The Auckland-Sydney plane gave 
him up with a suitcase, and to save 
on fares he searched for a room on 
foot. He found one near the airport, 
there in Mascot, by asking a lady in 
a milk bar who gave him directions 
and a caramel malted. He had a long 
thin nose and delicate ears, and’he 
smelled the knackery where horses 
are made into glycerine, and he list­
ened all afternoon and night to the 
jets and trucks. The other people 
who lived in the other rooms were 
either old, or speakers of Serbo- 
Croatian; they were like wraiths who 
neither counselled nor importuned.
He might have shifted, but the 
thought of carrying his suitcase sec­
ured him. Days passed, and he only 
succeeded in setting up an account 
at a branch of a bank. From this 
account he withdrew regularly, for 
rent, food, and sundries. The agent 
advised him to attend the Common­
wealth Employment Service.
He went to the main office, in 
the city. He climbed the stairs, at­
tended the counter, waited while 
insects crawled out of the bench- 
wood and over his tight skin, read the 
hortatory posters, and ultimately 
spoke to a solicitous woman who 
seemed to both pity and suspect him.
The solicitous woman gave him a 
note. Pencilled on it were some num­
bers and nouns. Foreign nouns. Co­
ordinates for an interview. He took 
the bus back to Mascot, and sat 
blankly in his room. At nine that 
night, he went out for a Chicko Roll. 
Returning to the house, he left greasy 
smears on the door handles of two 
cars. Both doors had been locked. 
The next morning he woke before 
light, did nothing for two hours, and 
then translated the solicitous wo­
man’s note.
He caught a bus, debussed, re­
bussed, and arrived at a department 
store. He was forty minutes early. 
The change of water, or of diet, or 
nervousness, had given him nausea
and loose bowels. He didn’t dare 
ask for the use of the department 
store’s staff toilet. He went down 
the street, and snuck into a pub, 
and then came back to the store and 
waited. He did not have a drink, 
though he thought of it.
Glaister’s suit was newer, andihis 
tie narrower, than those of his in­
terviewer. His interviewer was named 
Mr Ackerman, and was about 50 
years old. Mr Ackerman expressed 
distaste for 24-year-old pale beardless 
window-dressers implicitly, and gave 
Glaister an immediate start. An hour 
later, the display supervisor, Graeme, 
informed Glaister that it was not this 
particular store’s policy to lay out 
merchandise in a fairy fashion, with 
garments dangling from strings like 
bloody Peter Pan.
He followed policy: he stapled 
crepe rosettes by perfume flasks, 
and sent the circles of glass off into 
their cliches of revolution. He stret­
ched summerwear on backing boards, 
and arranged suits on dummies, and 
let the ticket-writer do his worst.
Days passed without much con­
solation. The harder faces in each 
morning’s pressed-flesh busses ab­
raded him, and he began to think 
subversively. He thought he would 
like to leave an undressed dummy in 
one of the windows during a lunch- 
hour. Glaister felt his talent was 
trammeled. He found Graeme’s dir­
ectives very old hat. His concentrat­
ion was diffused by injustice: he 
dropped trays of pins and paperclips, 
made overcuts in the imitation silks, 
and constantly combed his amber 
hair. The supervisor bitched at him 
from morning tea to closing time. 
Glaister thought Graeme was jealous 
and would like to see him quit. 
He developed a spiteful ambition 
to become an advertising agency vis- 
ualizer, and address a design confer­
ence on very old hat window dis­
plays.
It was this ambition that prompted 
him to buy a briefcase with his 
second pay, and after he bought it, 
he began to make himself cut lunches 
to carry in it. One evening he caught 
the bus home with a Lady Sunbeam 
electric razor in his briefcase: thi6 
week’s main display was one. dawn.
At his flat he showered, changed 
clothes, switched on the portable 
radio he had discovered in a parked 
car. He switched that off when the 
news was over, hid it, and the razor, 
and hit the street. He walked along 
the footpath quickly, between the 
sooty residential gardens and the 
highway. He asked himself if his 
theft would be noticed on the mor­
row, and guessed that it would not, 
and then second-guessed himself. He 
went back to the flat, had a bad 
five minutes, and pocketed the razor. 
He went back out, walked to an 
arterial, and hailed a slow cruising 
taxi headed for the airport. He ran 
across the carriage-way, opened the 
yellow door, and got in beside the 
driver.
“King’s Cross please?”
“ Righto.”
The driver’s neck swivelled into 
crescent creases, into a U-turn.
It cost him twelve bob in mixed 
drinks to get drunk, and when he was 
drunk he was brave enough to get 
ten bob for his razor. Fear gave him 
strength and a hangover gave him 
desperation. It was summer, Uni was 
out, and there was a room for him 
in Glebe. In the morning he changed 
his bank, and in the afternoon he 
moved.
Glebe’s streets are more entertain­
ing than those of Mascot, and there is 
the waterfront. Friendless, jobless and 
fenceless, Glaister had no real con­
tact with the world by which to 
navigate, and so he drifted into 
high and low latitudes of self-esteem. 
He found it difficult to speak, even 
to the slow old wog in the cafe where 
he sometimes took coffee and a roll, 
and told himself that he was merely 
exercising normal caution of a fugit­
ive. He formed an ill-informed notion 
that he could make his living by 
rifling gloveboxes of parked cars, 
seeking loans on the stolen articles 
and then cunningly failing to redeem 
the merchandise.
*  *  *
Springing cars is so simple a child 
could do it, and children frequently 
do. The easiest models are minis. 
One merely grasps the handle, rises 
on tiptoe, locks one’s elbow, and
drops back on one’s heels. A cast- 
metal part snaps inside the door, and 
sesame. For what the contents of a 
mini are usually worth. Pros favour 
the Rod of Steel method, which they 
use on the tempered glass quarter- 
vents set in the solid frames of ex­
pensive cars. One holds a quarter- 
inch rod of steel like a snooker 
cue, to punch a hole in the brittle 
glass, which crazes. The shards will 
fall in on the floorboard carpet at 
the pressure of a fingertip. This is a 
noiseless job on, say, a Mercedes. In 
a Holden, or an American vehicle, 
where one is likely to strike laminated 
glass, the best mode is the slow jiggle 
trick. This involves inserting the blade 
of a screw driver around the edge of 
the glass, and turning the tool through 
partial rotations until the axle of the 
quarter-vent catch snaps through 
metal fatigue. Again this process is 
noiseless, and a screwdriver is much 
easier to account for in a pinch than 
a length of coat-hanger wire. Coat- 
hanger wire is used professionally 
only by finance company repossess­
ion agents. (If you spring a car and 
find a set of ignition leads and some 
coat-hanger wire in the glove box, 
don’t think you have worked some­
body in exactly your line.)
Now, these are pretty rudimen­
tary bits of information, and of no 
use to someone without both a fence, 
and other means. But somebody has 
to tell you these things, and Glaister 
had never been to gaol. Besides, 
Glaister was so without aggressiveness 
that a job, which involved actually 
breaking into a car, would have seem­
ed immoral to him. So his theft 
was of a type always viewed by the 
real crims with contempt: he was a 
non-violent door-handle trier. A non­
violent door-handle trier is a species 
of vagrant, beneath a chat, and not 
to be trusted — he is liable to make 
a Decision for Christ, or lag on 
you, or both.
The same weakness that prevented 
Glaister from speaking to strangers, 
breaking into private property and 
making useful friends, also prevented 
him from getting a decent price 
for his stolen goods by hawking 
them in pubs.
“Pardon me, but could I interest 
you in a radio? I’m a little short, and 
I’ve decided to sell mine.”
“Give us a look.”
“ How much would you give for 
it?”
“ Oh, ten bob.”
As he ran through his bank bal­
ance, he paced early .morning back- 
lanes boosting the contents of un­
locked cars. He gradually became 
more selective, after accumulating 
three duffel coats and a supply of 
paperback novels. The few coins 
and the odd note were what he 
needed, but transistor radios made 
him feel best — boosting them lacked 
the immediate punk feeling of small- 
change theft, which always made him 
think of his mother and her house­
keeping jar. The radios had a latent 
value, the magic of possibilities. 
What’s more, he listened to each 
one carefully, and tuned several to 
the same station (quietly), and liked 
that summer’s music. Puff the magic 
Dragon. And Barry McGuire: 
over and over and over again my 
friend, that you don't believe we're 
on the eve o f destruction . . .  ” “The 
Eve of Destruction” sold five mil­
lion copies, and Glaister ran out of 
money.
*  *  *
Each Thursday he had paid his 
rent at thè same time, and the 
idea that the counter girl at the 
agency expected him was one of 
his anchorages. One Wednesday he 
was broke,
Glaister in his acrid room, unfed, 
headachey, worried by those con­
vulsive gestures that seized him when 
he tried to nap. Stacked neatly in 
a Stuyvesant carton in the three- 
ply wardrobe were nine radios and a 
tape-recorder. He had scored most 
of them in North Sydney, catching 
the last train back from Luna Park. 
In the faint downwind of rollercoaster 
shrèiks, he had evolved a protective 
phantasy: he was something invis­
ible, impersonal, a property almost 
beyond detection. Glaister was so 
far into a loneliness trip that he felt 
like he was breathing helium, inert, 
and if he fronted a pawnbroker 
he would only be capable of comic
J
Page 8 The Digger October 7 — October 21
ZIMMER'S
ESSAY
Continued from Page 7
squeaks. He had a vague idea that 
pawnshops were policed, but he 
wasn’t sure how: he had thought a 
lot about hocking those radios, he 
had painted scenes, plotted dialogues, 
worked up disguises. How to be?
“MONEY
Loans! $5 to $20! Loans 
on anything. Watches, Rings 
Electric Appliances, 
other Household Goods!
SPOT CASH
He had clipped classifieds from 
the Herald, and had written com­
ments on the clippings. How to be? 
He worked to an understanding of 
himself: he was afraid, that some­
how he would be unable to material­
ize. He played with himself* like a 
ginger monk striking himself; he har­
dened a resolution, then let it go 
limp. He thought of the counter 
girl at the agency office. He thought 
of being unable to piss in public 
toilets. He thought of exposing him­
self. Since he was the most illusive 
thing in existence, but with a single 
mental reservation: he would say 
he owned the radio. He tooku Gran? 
dig from the wardrobe, dropped it 
into his briefcase, pulled on his pants. 
Then decided to take a shower.
It felt tremendous: Glaister as 
Glaister. Only the ownership of the 
radio had been changed for the sake 
of* this identity. He proceeded non­
chalantly into the hockshop, after 
walking past it twice. He noticed 
the gilt paint on the ceramic deer, 
and the wire frames, and the grey 
dust on top of the horizontal wires, 
and he was quite sure of himself, 
only his hands were like birds, and 
he checked his voice, and found it was 
low and ready to pour and he could 
haVe told anyone who would listen 
that the transistor was his, that he 
didn’t actually want to part with it, 
that it was a gift from his mother, 
that he just needed $20 for a few 
days to cover rent and expenses 
because he was new in Australia, 
just in from Auckland, and looking 
for work in his trade, which was 
window dressing and the Jew said: 
“May I help you spnny?”
The radio came out of the brief 
case in explanation. “ I only need 
twenty it’s worth more than sixty 
dollars you know?”
The radio went out of his hands. 
“There’s um . . .  a about two or 
three years old, eh? Can’t do it for 
that,” the Jew said, and walked 
away down the glass-topped counter 
with the Grundig, and pain gouged 
Glaister as the Jew looked carefully 
at a corner of the radio and checked 
through a book, and then a mimeo­
graphed sheet. “There’s um M  . a 
scratch on the tuning dial — look, 
here’s . . .  aw, ten, ten dollars, 
son.”
“ Oh. Well. Okay.”
“ Right. Identification?”
“What?”
“ Identification.”
“ Lawrence R. Glaister.”
“ Pleased to meet you. Cohen, 
here. You got a bank book driver’s 
licence discharge papers or unique 
tattoo?”
“New Zealand licence.”
“That, and something else. 
Thought you were a kiwi.”
Glaister gutted his own wallet, 
proving who he was. He left the 
hockshop with Lawson’s head. Eight 
went to the girl at the agent’s coun­
ter. He felt different, deeper, but 
she didn’t notice. She always called 
him Mr Glaister* He almost said 
call me Larry, but he \yas too centred 
to get to that edge. A half-hour after 
he left the hockshop two détectives 
on the round made one of their bi­
weekly runs through the hot-gear list. 
The Grundig might as well have been 
written in red in that list of Japanese 
brand-names. National, Toshiba, 
Grundig, Akai.
“ You been unloading the old chink 
again?”
“Of course not.”
“Where’d this walk in from?” 
“The Grundig — lessee. Oh yeah, 
the kiwi kid, never saw him before, 
just a kamp sort of kid, seemed all 
right.”
“ Look Cohen don’t fuck us around 
hit us with your book.”
“ Sure. There, look. The last 
entry.”
The dees looked at the book, and 
talked to each other like their own 
American movie. “Glebe, aye.” 
“ Likely bodgip.” “ Yep.”
The , corner of the Jew’s eyes 
wrinkled and he said, “Christ — this 
kid papered the counter with eye 
dee. You blokes are trying to make 
a Chinaman outta me.”
The two dees decided to drive 
over to Glebe. It would be a change, 
and the idea of making a Chinaman 
out of Cohen appealed to them. It 
turned out to be a bore.
*  *  *
If he had gotten 4j>20 he could 
have moved, but as it was, he had a 
week’s rent paid, and a quid. He 
went back to his room. Eight radios 
equalled $80. How? much a tape 
recorder. He shuffled his clippings. 
He engaged in introspection, folded
neatly in his hot little room. He had 
done an existential thing. How* can 
jie explain this? Glaister is learning 
things. And for the first time h e . 
hears the performance of the Police 
Force’s most highly polished act: The 
Knock. Glaister understands this per­
formance as daemonic wrath, ex­
pressed by a rapid succession of 
heavy punches against a thin quarter 
panel. He rises, stands in shock, until 
the second and most terrible volley. 
He goes to the wardrobe and puts the 
Stuyvesant carton under the bed. 
Then dumb as a dynamited fish he 
swims up the slant to the door, 
fumbles with knob and latch, and 
one of the two big men in suits 
says: “Are you Lawrence R. Glaister?”
The voice is very expressive. In 
the course of five indolent syllables 
it descends from metallic tension 
to desperate boredom, while main­
taining the interrogative inflection.
Glaister has no territory as they 
move over him trammelling his room 
and him within it. He cannot deny 
his name. He makes squeaking noises. 
A glimpse of shoulder strap, a badge 
is produced, a policeman introduces 
himself by a forgettable name. The 
one with the reddest face finds the 
radios and tape recorder under the 
bed and doesn’t even smile. They 
are Central Street cops. They are not 
interested in much, not even graft; 
they are mainly interested in getting 
home on time, and they are a little 
rough with this Larry, as fishermen 
would be with a fish worthless at 
market which had gilled itself in 
their nets. He means two hours 
typing originals for *a petty sessions 
brief. They will have to strand around 
waiting for the case to go on, in order 
to give five minutes information, 
and he’s going to plead guilty any­
how, and probably will get a fine, 
and they will see him again soon.
For the first time since he arrived 
in Australia, Glaister had an embrac­
ing role. He was cast as a glovebox 
gobbler and held lacking bail in the 
North Sydney lockup, for the con­
venience of the complainant. The 
cops brought a Chinese meal from 
across the street. In the morning he 
was walked into court by a ,uniformed 
policeman, who told him to sit on a 
bench. By him was a pregnant girl 
with a large hole in her green stock­
ing, who was fined for having in­
sufficient lawful means of support. 
The magistrate fined him, too, arid 
asked him if he would like time 
to pay. Glaister said yes, please. He 
was caught in the act three weeks 
later, his fine still unpaid. This time 
a ¿warrant landed for the Lady Sun­
beam from the department store. One 
of the dees Who interviewed him 
hit him in the mouth for not know- 1 
ing why he had done these things, but 
not too hard, for he was, obviously 
fragile. The second petty sessions 
hearing hung him under a suspended 
sentence.
The magistrate tried to catch Glais- 
ter’s eye so he could burn a few 
words into the kid’s brain, but when 
he did get an eye to an eye he detected 
a high impedance. “Do you have any 
prospects of work?”
“I have been trying to get a job 
cleaning.”
“When was the last time you 
worked?”
“I had a job for two days tyefore 
I was arrested.”
“Can you go back to it?”
“ I don’t know. Maybe.”
“These are weak, foolish acts, but 
they are offensive. It may be that 
you are in need of some treatment, 
but there are only limited facilities 
at my disposal. These are nuisance 
offences, however it is abominable 
that you should persist in them. 
Cases like yours cause me considerable 
woriry because of the lack of facilities 
at my disposal for dealing with young 
offenders. However, you are older 
than you look, J  see. Now, I want 
you to understand something. Iam  
sentencing you to twelve months 
gaol. However, I am suspending the 
sentence on condition of you enter­
ing into a bond to be of good behav­
iour. Do you understand.”
“ Yes sir.”
Someone who keeps on doing 
the same naughty really bugs the 
beaks. Two weeks later, Glaister, 
appeared before the same 
magistrate, on a charge of petty 
theft (fropi a vehicle). One of the 
Central Street dees had gone around 
to his room to see about payment 
of the fine, and discovered an en­
graved lady’s Zippo. The Zippo had 
been engraved — “Tp Miss Sump 
Oil” . It had sentimerital value to the 
complainarit. The suspended senterice 
fell on Glaister like a lead Zeppelin, 
and he was sent to the Bay for 
twelve months of hard.
Sfc ■ * *
Purleyman had his own problems. 
He had stuffed a broken beer bottle 
into another person’s face, and that 
person had complained. Purleyman 
had been in gaol before because of a 
fight, and as a result of this com­
plaint he had drawn six months, 
Though Purleyman was sitting in 
the same cell of the North Sydney
lock-up as Glaister, waiting for the 
same meat,/ wagon, Purleyman was 
not worried about the same things as 
Glaister. Glaister was scared, not so 
much of the sound of twelve months, 
but of the sound of “hard labor”. 
He did not know how he would 
stand up to “hard labor” , His mare 
was drawing a wheelbarrow up a sand 
dune. Purleyman had been in gaol 
before, and he knew how-hard the 
labor would be; he knew there would 
be hardly any labor at all. He was 
Worried about his truck, an elderly 
White, which would be repossessed, 
and he was gnawing the certainty 
that his wife would play, around. He 
felt that if his wife hadn’t been a 
player, he would ¡not have stuffed 
a beer bottle in her face. Maybe 
* she would be too ugly . . .  no, if 
she couldn’t get a white man, she’d 
get a black. He was certain of that. 
Purleyman slapped a fist into a palm, 
cracked his knuckles, and looked 
at Glaister. He had not taken much 
notice of Glaister. He looked at 
the kid and thought, he’s a cert 
to get fucked. Glaister used Purley­
man’s stare as a pretext for conver­
sation.
“How much longer will they keep 
us here?”
“Ask them. I don’t run this show.”
“ Have you been . . , to Long 
Bay goal, before?”
“ You haven’t.”
“No,” Glaister confessed.
“Well, I guess you’re looking for a 
tip.”
, “ Huh?”
“ A tip. My tip is, do it easy. 
You have a good time in there. 
They’ll have your cherry before you 
know it.”
*  *  *
Tne meat wagon is a big dark 
blue Ford truck, with tandem rear 
tyres, and a rounded tank, a crest 
of the State on the side, Und a couple 
of cops who don’t bother to wear 
their hats in the cab. The meat wagon 
run begins at Manly, calling in at the 
local lock-ups between there and 
The Bay: It pulled up to North 
z Sydney at 2.30 pm. Purleyman and 
Glaister found quite a bit of com­
pany inside. There were fourteen 
men inside the meat wagon, a mixed 
lot. Their descriptions: two yahoos, 
country-bred and uncouth; six louts, 
city-bred and normally stylish and 
aggressive, but ruffled and sullen 
inside the meat wagon; five chats; 
Only one was a pro, who sat silk- 
vsuited in the best seat, up in front 
under the vent-slot. Real pros are 
very conservative, politically; they 
believe in a heirarchical distribution 
of perquisites.
The van’s ceiling was a bit more 
than five feet above the flooring, 
and the benches were full. Glaister 
had to stand, stooped, his hand 
bracing above the bent head of a 
chat who smelt of white lady swilled 
and puked, an old bum whose urine 
was re ticu la ti ng^ffr ough his baggy 
pants to the floor. After Purleyman 
and Glaister were locked in, the 
njeat wagon sat
quarter hour before the engine star- 
ted.
The world through barred side- 
slots: Harbour Bridge — flashes of 
grey metal, the brightblue white- 
capped water, strokes of gold sails, 
the racket of a train. Into the city, 
struggling to keep balance on the 
steep curving ramps. The pro took 
off his coat. The meat wagon made 
four more stops, netted only two 
more carcasses: another chat, another 
sullen, ruffled lout. It got very hot 
inside. After the fourth stop, the 
pro lit a cigarette, when the dirty 
sandhills along littered Anzac Parade 
appeared in the slots, the ones who 
had been that way before knew they 
were in Malabar, five or six minutes 
from The Bay.
The meat wagon stopped in front 
of the high gates. These opened. 
There was a low shout, and the en­
gine revved. The driver dropped the 
clutch, and inside Glaister’s foot 
slipped in the wet and he fell info 
the lout beside him, who shoved 
him back. The high gates shut behind 
the meat wagon. The yahoos, and 
Glaister, moved toward the door of 
the dim tank, but the others didn’t 
bother. The meat wagon sat there, 
tight between two high walls on 
either side, a gate before and behind. 
Cooling a little, out of the sun. 
Even the pro was sweating. His shirt 
stuck to his nipples, but he had not 
loosened his tie.
It was a large portion of an hour 
before the door opened. A $crew 
shouted “out!” The louts Went out 
first. Then the yahoos. Then Glaister. 
The pro stepped in behind the second 
chat, and nodded to the screw on 
the door.
. The last chat, sitting in his own 
wet, did not move. The screw at the 
door swore. He called another screw, 
and then went into the tank. He 
was relieved to find that the chat 
was alive; there is always a lot of 
crap when a chat dies in custody, a 
special inquest, usually on your day 
off.
Glaister moved in a queue down 
the left side of the van, along the 
high wall. Behind were the riveted 
plates of the main gate. In front 
were the iron palings of the second 
grite, also closed. Through the bars 
he could see a shadowed tarmac, 
and dull-colored buildings cutting 
the rusty light into deep shadow. 
The queue entered a low, narrow 
door in the wall beside the cab of
the van. Glaister turned through it, 
formicating, his antrum greased with 
the odour of the meat wagon.
Most of the men in the Reception 
Hall looked for familiar faces. The 
yahoos and louts, who usually leave 
remarking that they will never be 
back, were greeted with soft screw 
comments like, “welcome back”. The 
silk-suited pro had a few seconds of 
rational conversation with a friendly 
old screw, “G’day Ted.”
“G’day Bill.”
“Still doing it hard?” jokes the 
pro.
“Counting thé days,” smiles the 
screw.
“At least I get the odd holiday,” 
the pro says and passes on . . . for 
Glaister, the reception hall is a hu­
man vacuum, his blood bubbles; the 
stone is over the flesh, and the order 
here is estranging.
The eighteen prisoners are made 
to stand along a white line and 
remove their clothes. Two screws 
move along the line of naked men. 
The naked men are made to stoop 
and pick up their clothes item by 
item. The screws search each item. 
The naked men under sentence — 
Glaister and seven others in this 
batch — are issued prison clothes, 
and made to sign an inventory for 
their effects. The rest of the prisoners, 
including the silk-suited pro, are on 
remand, and redress in their own 
clothes, signing over money and 
valuables. The shivering old chat, 
nearest the door gets a change. The 
screw toes his sodden street clothes, 
and tells him to gather them up 
himself, and throw them in the bin 
in the corner.
Glaister dressed in his issue: linen 
underpants; a cotton shirt; much- 
laundered blue denim jacket arid 
trousers; a canvas khaki hat with a 
three-inch brim, formless from 
laundering; a leather belt an inch 
wide, brown, with a small, shiney 
steel buckle; khaki-colored wool 
Socks; and, square-toed tan lace-up 
shoes. Somewhere behind the caged 
counter where the clothing is piled, 
a sink is running; one of the screws 
is washing his hands.
The screws choose the clothes 
from a pilé, but they don’t really 
choose, especially this late, after the 
fights in Remand Range that after­
noon that had held everything up. 
They just take the articles serially 
from the top of each pile; the clothes 
do not fit, the prisoners. Of shoes, 
Sir Lionel Fox has said:
“ Once in prison each has for his 
appointed term to tread the same 
road, at the same step and in 
the same standard shoe —■ some it 
may pinch inlprie place, some in 
w another;sortie it may fit pretty 
1«. well, others! it may painfully 
4 crush; m^ny ake already hardened 
to it, but of the others few will 
escape without bruises and callos­
ités . . . ”
*  *  *
The reception businéss took half 
an hour.'The prisoners were lined 
up, the remand prisoners in front,
- and marched out the Reception Hall’s 
second door. Each holding his towel. 
One screw walked at the back of the 
queue, and another screw put his 
head out of the kitchen door to 
watch them coming across the dark 
tarmac, under the lights. The kitchen 
is detached, one story building wis- 
ping steam. As the crims approached 
the kitchen, the screw came out of 
the door and walked sidewise point­
ing at the ground with his left 
hand, ánd waving at them as though 
they were a fruck with his right — 
“all right, line up here.” When the 
eighteen were in position, the kitchen 
screw shouted “right oh” , and the 
two kitchen crims came out like 
pall-bearers with a coffin.
The kitchen barrow is made of 
galvanized iron, and they sat it down 
on its wooden legs. Inside were eight­
een aluminium dixies half-full of 
mutton stew, and eighteen half-loaves 
of bread. The half-loaf was handed 
to each prisoner first, because the 
dixies had been in a steamer, and 
would burn the hand, unless the 
half-loaf was used as an insulator. 
No one made this clear to Glaister, 
and he burned his hand.
The silk-suited pro knocked back 
the bread and dixie, so setting himself 
apart. Big lunch with his lawyer, 
didn’t want to kill the taste of port. 
A little non-conformity is good for 
the soul, and what’s good ;for the 
soul is salvation.
Because the prisoners had arrived 
after the dinner routine, which pro­
vides for the, accounting of knives 
and forks, they were issued with 
spoons. With towels, half-loaves, 
lidded hot dixies and spoons, they 
moved with varied grace to the end 
Of the Kitchen block. Three screws 
came down to take them off. The 
first ten men in the lirie were taken 
off for remand. Six chats were taken 
off for the ehatyard, and Purleyman 
when with them. Glaister, being less 
than 25 years of age, got a personal 
escort to Range 2, the Boys Wing. 1
*  *  *
I wanted to float all through 
this, over it like a Victorian novelist, 
but the voice can’t make this passage; 
in another voice, I could maké up a 
prison, populate it, even blow it up, 
but not in this voice. I just can’t 
get it together: how far was it from 
the reception to the kitchen? Was 
there a line, painted on the tarmac? 
It was easy to slide through that 
— eighteen people — but how did
Glaister get from the kitchen to 
my next clear images? I wanted to 
float over this; but it’s in the wrong 
key. In Victoria, there’s a Handbook 
detailing the floorplans of the “ cor­
rectional institutions” ; no comparable 
document exists in New South W l̂es, 
and my experience undermines my 
imagination. I wanted to float over 
this. But nobody takes a prisoner on 
a familiarization tour of Long Bay, 
and it’s a big gaol, and I’m lost. A 
few images: the lights, the summer 
insects by the lights., And the gates. 
Did the screw say anything to Glais­
ter? It would take years of time to 
collect to collect to collect a sense- 
mosaic of that evening; I’ve never 
been from kitchen to Boys Ranges 
after dark, it was Glaister’s trip. 
The rest I can know — it’s incredible: 
the physical space of the prison out­
side the range is a great hole: a bring 
down: I wanted to float over it all, 
and this part I just can’t make: you 
took me to yo,ur house but I can’t 
urilock it; you see you forgot to 
leave me with the key . . . 
i * * * ;
The night range screw was a man 
who had slipped most of his threads.
1 On the cell allocation list he found 
seven cells with a third bunk. He 
must have looked Aat Glaister and 
considered the possibilities.
“Walk ahead.” *
It’s hard to say how much Glaister 
apprehended. Range 2 might have 
reminded him of the prison sets of 
Hollywood movies, only a bit smaller. 
On either side over and against him 
were long sandstone walls, and in 
these were set two levels of cell 
doors, grey, with red numbers. Cat- 
walks rarilalong the level of the upper 
cells. Between the catwalks a shark- 
net of six-inch mesh was stretched. 
Above that, far overhead, the lights: 
bulbs in white industrial fittings^ 
What would Glaister have thought 
of the net? He wouldn’t have realized 
it had been placed to prevent Bankers 
from plummeting their creditors, or 
demented inmates from taking a 
dive.
Gliaster’s concentration in tho§e 
moments would have been tactile 
rather than visual. Psychodrama 
teaches that human beings have 
“body space” , a,corona of sensitivity 
that extends beyond the flesh; the 
tenderest extension is to», the rear, 
and the margin of Glaister’s nerves 
would have been reaching for seven 
feet behind him — the screw was in 
them, a writhing vortex only four 
feet behind; Glaister’s pain centre 
was poised for hurt.
The screw moved along the cat- 
walk in an easy audible scuffle. His 
eyes ran along the level of the red 
stencilled numbers 120 121 122 then 
124. The screw made a sharp sound, 
Glaister didn’t understand, though 
he knew to stop and turn.
The screw stopped in front of 
124, and he drew a  key from his 
hip. Without supporting the padlock, 
which was at thigh level, the screw 
drove a key into its hole with an 
uppercut motion. Worn tumblers 
rolled with his wrist and let go the 
shackle and the padlock came away 
impaled on the key — this is the 
screw’s equivalent of the cop’s Knock 
— and with his left hand he slapped 
the free locking-bar clear of the solid 
staple in the sandstone wall . . . 
shooting so to speak, The Bolt, and, 
swinging the door out.
“ In here.”
About 30 feet down the range, 
past the night range screw, standing 
in the shadow of the net, Glaister 
saw another screw, hands high on 
his hips, elbows out. In the door 
past him, there Was a third screw, 
also standing. He felt a hand (j>n 
his arm.
*  *
That year there were no toilets 
or radios in the peters of the Bay, 
and the most entertaining fitting 
was the unfrosted 100 watt bulb 
fixed just inside above the door, 
on a stalk of pipe, like an incan­
descent crab’s eye. There’s a way 
of shorting that to light cigarettes, 
and another technique for converting 
it to a water heater.
Say the peter was 14 feet deep, 
seven wide, ten high. Red pavement 
paint on the floor. At the far end 
of the peter, near the ceiling, was 
the window, a yard wide and not 
quite a foot deep, barred horizon­
tally by two pipes. Inside the pipes 
are tool-proof-rods, unfixed,' so if 
you saw through the pipes the hack- 
blade slides without cutting the rod 
rolling around inside it.
At this time of day, the lights 
outside were glaring through the win­
dow chamfer onto the glossy paint 
of the ceiling. The air was salt- 
wét and blood warm. A couple of 
Christmas beetles had come to 7isit 
the bulb. Halfway into the peter, 
on the right, was a Brownbuilt steel 
locker, with hooks on thq side for 
towels, and three shelves. In the shel­
ves were some felt shovel-slippers, a 
Gideon Bible, ,a copy of The Regs,' 
and a few books from the library.
At the left was a double deck.bunk. 
At the end of the peter, to the left, 
was a small diagonal shelf of marble 
holding a galvanized iron jug. Un­
der the shelf was the shit tub, with a 
number on its lid, 124i At the back 
was a single bed.
Glaister saw only the two shirtless 
crims sitting on that single bed, 
playing cards. They were both about 
20 years old.
*57 was thick-lipped and well- 
built, with shiney black hair. *16 
was skinny, blond, and leaning for­
ward. They were smart enough num­
bers to have worked the clip on the 
peephole, and they had seen Glaister 
coming: they had just picked up 
their hands for the look of it, and 
as if inviting Glaister to sit in, *16 
asked him: “ You fuck?” .
The screw looked at *16.
Glaister stood still holding his 
towel, his half-loaf, and his dixie 
and spoon. His spine was stiff, and 
his hips turned under as a dog with 
tail between legs.
Thè screw turned and moved and 
shut and locked the door with the 
same economy with which he had 
opened it. Glaister wondered if he 
stayed and observed through thp 
peep. He turned and put his blind 
nerves to the door, and faced his 
new friends.
“Drop your gear,” suggested *57. 
Glaister complied by putting his 
towel, half-loaf, dixie and spoon 
neatly on the locker. He stood there 
and said, “I’m Larry Glaister.”
“Good on you,” said *57. He 
rose and took two steps, so his 
face was five inches from Glaister’s. 
“ I’m *57.”
“I’m *16,” came the othe voiee. 
“Shuddup,” said *57. “ Sit down.” 
Glaister supposed that the second 
instruction was meant for him. He 
moved to sit on the locker, but 
*57’s body said that was-wrong. He 
then moved to the double bunk, 
and sat hunched under a lower cor­
ner. *57 faced him and told him, 
“you’re on my bed.”
Glaister understood that both the 
bed above him and the Vngle bed 
would be *16’s bed. He understood 
that the joke was on him. He smiled, 
and said, “I’m sorry” .
“Got any grouse?”
Glaister wasn’t certain.
“Aw, *57, you’re confusing 
the lad. He is obviously not with 
you. Perhaps he . . .”
“ You bring any smokes with 
you?” !
“I don’t smoke.”
“Well, now,” said *57, “how are 
you going to make it up to me if 
you don’t got any tobacco?”
*16 moved across to the locker, 
tapped the dixie lid to see how 
hot it was, threw the lid on the 
floor, sniffed the stew, and tore 
hunks off the half-loaf.
“Do you want the stew,” said 
*16,
“No,” said Glaister.
“ How would you like some bread 
with some of our jam on it?” asked 
*57.
“Sure,” Glaister agreed.
*571 performed a ceremony. He 
went to a post of the" single bed, 
removed the rubber cap in thè pipe, 
and pulled up a string. He made 
much of it by pulling from hand to 
hand, as though it were a fishing 
line. At the end of the string was 
a shiv made from a spoon. The 
spoon’s bill had been stomped flat, 
and wrapped with shoelaces, to form 
an oval grip. The spoon’s handle 
had been rubbed against the, sand­
stone untij it was pointed and sharp 
on both sides. “See this,” said *57, 
“this is contraband. I take a risk 
incurring grave penalties to cut you 
a neat slice of bread:”
“ You’re probably a pretty neat 
person,” siad *16.
Glaister did not say anything. 
*57 sliced some bread, not too 
neatly — the shiv wasn’t much good 
for the job. He used Glaister’s spoon 
to spread some jam on the bread, 
not too lavishly. He licked the spoon 
clean, put it between two of the 
shovel slippers, and handed the bread 
slice to Glaister. Glaister bit a corner 
off. *57, stood like a chef with the 
shiv in his hand, and asked: “Yqu 
like that?”
“ Very much.”
*16 laughed.
*57 said;: “ that’ll cost ya two 
srnokes.”
*16 remarked: “ He reckons he 
got no grouse.”
“We could search him.”
Glaister saw sparks as the back 
of his head hit the frame of the 
upper bunk. A hand was pressed 
hard on his ¿upper chest* there were 
two fingers digging into the notch 
above his clavicle. He laid on the 
bed on his back and *57 stood over 
him and cracked a fat, and said, “suck 
this.”
“ No,” said Glaister. He turned his 
head away towards the wall. The 
hand came away from his chest. 
And hit him, hard, in the hollow 
in the side of his neck, behind 
the ear, just below the skull. His 
mouth gaped. They took off his 
clothes, his shoes got in the way 
of his trousers, and they hit him a 
few more times while they were 
getting his shirt off, to tenderize 
him. v
There were three belts in the 
peter. They strapped both of Glais­
ter’s wrist’s to the headposts of the 
single bed, so he was belly down. 
They gagged him by putting a sock 
in his mouth and tying the pillow 
slip tight around his head. They 
strapped the ankle of his right leg 
down — this leg was the one nearest 
to the outside of the bed. They 
threw a blanket over him. They 
sat there and talked about him until 
9.00 pm, when the crab’s eye shut 
for the night, and then they took 
off their clothes.
“Wanna go first Barry?”
“Go ahead Ray.”
“Naw, I like it sloppy.”
“Right oh.”
Ray, the blonde kid, pulled the 
blanket. Glaister hadn’( moved for 
a long time. “Think he’s hard up 
for air?” Ray said, “Larry, hey baby, 
you feel this? Ooo don’t be upset 
Larry-baby, ain’t me cock, this is 
old *57’s spoon,” that Glaister felt 
in the skin above the spine in the 
small of the back. He ¡-choked trying 
to shout around the sock.
Barry and Ray looked at each 
other. Both of them had hold of 
themselves. Barry sat in the top 
bunk, the light from the window 
on his shiney hair, stroking himself 
up. Ray said, “ Larry, you bawl I 
gonna cut your cord, you hear me 
Larry.”
Glaister laid still and quiet.
Ray said, “I gonna take that off 
and talk to you Larry. You mind 
you don’t bawl.”
Ray took off the pillow slip. Glias- 
ter chocked up the sock, retched, 
laid still taking deep breaths, and 
crying, he cried silently. Ray said, 
“Larry, heÿ listen, sweetie, hey.” 
Barry laughed.
Ray took a harder line. “Hey, 
we’re gonna fuck you. One way or 
another. Want the straps off Larry? 
You might you know not want 4o 
be tied down Larry?”
Glaister was thinking about morn­
ing. He supposed something else 
happened in the mornings. He wan­
ted morning to come. “What time is 
it?” he asked, in a cracked Voice: 
Half-wittily Ray said, “ It’s later 
than you think, Larry.”
But Barry understood Glaister 
perfectly. He had heard the same 
tone, the same words, in Salvation 
Army night shelters in micbwinter, 
when the ceiling was flaring from 
chats lighting cigarettes, and morning 
was relief. Barry replied with a bit of 
anger in his voice, anger out of the 
realisation that this bitch was so silly 
she might try to get thé screws into 
the peter, or lag in the morning.
“Larry, you little bitch, you little 
bitch, there’s time to root you four 
hundred times before the bell. You 
want the bloody straps off, say so.
“But I’m telling you, you make 
trouble, you make noise, you lag on 
us, I’ll kill you, I’ll cut you off with 
my spoon, eh? So you get jt straight, 
Larry, you get it straight.”
Glaister’s voice came up from the 
bed even thinner and higher, and he 
promised, “I’ll give you the tobacco. 
I’ll pay you back. I promise.” |  
“Bloody, oath you will,” says 
Ray, who had become jealous of 
Barry’s swell speech, rind the rise it 
had gotten from Glaister. Ray began 
doing tricks to Glaister’s face, and 
asking him how !;he liked it. Glaister 
retched ; again, but he didn’t have 
much in his stomach. Barry got the 
margarine jar from the locker, 
gouged out a lump, and rolled it until 
it was broken down into grease in his 
palm.
Even a shiv dug just into the skin 
behind Glaister’s ear didn’t keep the 
noise level down very much. The 
wiseguy in the next cell began a soft 
crooning.
Neither Barry nor Ray wanted 
men, and they took much time and 
effort to accomplish themselves upon 
Glaister, for they did not truly want 
him. They could have been almost 
happy hurting a woman in that cell. 
They were reaching for images of her 
flesh through Glaister, but their 
pin-prick visions were every instant 
eaten by the big blue shark of what 
really has been, that is, that will be in 
this peter. If they had wanted a man, 
if they had loved Glaister, it would 
have been quicker, less clumsy, not 
so hurtful.
When Barry and Ray discussed 
Glaister’s obvious virginity, they 
assigned it no symbolic value. It 
occurred to them later to brag about 
it. In the night, then, they were 
pleased to conclude that Glaister was 
unlikely to have given them the jack.
Glaister freaks out, meets the 
shrink, and gets sent to Maitland. 
Zimmer falls in love3 and discovers 
that love buggers up the polity. Hard 
times, and a burning. What it all 
means. Zimmer’s Essay will be com­
pleted in the next issue o f The Digger.
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You wanna be a rock ‘n roll star?
Ecstasy in sneakers, 
schizophrenic boredom 
and permanent loss
by
Jennifer Lois Brown
MacKenzie Theory, minus drum­
mer, is sitting around giggling and 
playing unplugged.
“We need to have incredible equip­
ment.”
“Yeah, a new load of equipment, 
more bookings, more money from 
the bookings, a ‘hit single,’ a place 
to rehearse, and stable places to live.” 
“Basically we need someone to 
invest, about . . .”
“Three million dollars?”
“ No, for a start, we’d be pretty 
cool, if someone would give us thirty 
thousand.”
“Just to keep it on the practical 
^ide?”
“ Yeah, and then in about another 
two months . . . ”
“We’d have to have a recording 
contract . . .”
“We’d need about another thirty 
or fifty thousand.”
“ It’d cost about a hundred thous­
and to make a really good album.” 
“ Yes!”
“ On $15 a week, you’ll only 
be going for about seven million 
years.”
(Earnestly) “ I’ve only been playing 
for about ten years . . . ”
“Ah, well . . .  as long as you’re 
happy . . .”
“Oh, we’re ecstatic!”
“ Yeah, we’re just sittin’ round 
giggling all day!”
“It’s true” (Hysterical.) “ I haven’t 
bought a pair of shoes in over two 
years! Good one there, Mike! I’m 
glad you thought of that!”
“We’re not losing in all respects.” 
“ No . . . we’ve got some good 
things happening for us!”
“Don’t have to feed an eating 
habit.”
“I ate the Saturday Age last week. 
It was really filling, and it only cost 
six cents. I felt much better after­
wards.”
“Was that after you read the clas­
sifieds?”
“Yeah, oh yeah. There was nothing 
in i t . . . ”
So you wanna be a rock ‘n roll 
star? Right! You can start by trading 
in those blue suede shoes for a pair 
of sneakers, from Coles, and practice 
walking easy boy, because you know 
you gotta make 'em last. Now you 
better sit down and examine your 
motives under a microscope, because 
it may be you need a little psychiat­
ric attention.
It’s hard to make a living playing 
rock ‘n roll in Australia, especially 
if you’re going for the flash of what’s 
never been done, if you’re going to 
to get your ego involved with what 
you play.
* * *
Success is people paying to see 
you play. This is called “ drawing 
power” . I have made an alphabetical 
list of the bands which are (based 
on personal observation, and of 
course subject to argument) the cur­
rent heavyweight draws in this 
country:
Aztecs,
Blackfeather,
Captain Matchbox Whoopee Band, 
Carson,
Company Caine,
Country Radio,
Daddy Cool,
Friends,
MacKenzie Theory,
Sherbet,
Spectrum/Murtceps.
These are the bands I see as Aus­
tralia’s Class A crowd-pullers, whose 
advertised name along will attract 
a good paying audience. There are 
roughly as many of the weaker 
money-magnets under them: the Class 
B draws.
- Things change at the top — some­
times drawing power fades through 
overexposure, but the common reason 
for the replacement of a top draw 
these days is bust-ups. Chain just 
vacated the list that way; current 
line-ups 6f Co. Caine and Daddy 
Cool will crack soon. Another group, 
Country Radio, is threatening to 
emigrate.
Beneath the Class B bands, who are 
waiting to move 1 into position, 
howls a pack of semi-pros who have 
worn out their first set of Coles 
cheapie sneakers.
If you want to be a rock ‘n roll 
stai, you’ll have to join that howling 
pack, Before you take the plunge, 
consider a few things about the ‘A’ 
class, who’ve copped a bit of atten*
tion and petty cash.
You’ll notice that the bands I’ve 
listed represent a compass-full of 
wfiat is lamely known as “musical 
directions” .
The Aztecs play loud, live, no­
excuses rock, with a street feel for 
big, get-it-on crowds at pubs and 
festivals. Some originals are melodic, 
but the bulk of Thorpie’s numbers 
are boomer bangs from the blues/ 
rock classic line. The Aztecs draw 
by brute force.
Compare with Captain Matchbox 
Whoopee Band, whose music seems 
a quaint missing link between fish 
and lizard, frozen satirically some­
where in evolution between jug and 
rock. The band is show cluttered, 
Very cute, and full of the anarchic 
togetherness of Deepdene school­
mates. They draw by novelty.
Matchbox mau-mau madness, ag­
gressive Aztec Energy . . . which 
band is farthest-out? You can pick 
it either way. Because musically, 
neither band is breaking much new 
ground. Both of them play firmly 
within musical bags that have been 
proven draws throughout the world, 
for almost twenty years: boulder 
rock, and tongue-in-cheek standards.
Both sounds offer instant iden­
tification. It’s a good familiar path, 
safe, something the crowds have 
heard somewhere before, and when 
they hear it again, they move.
Of course all these bands are 
original. Take for instance, Carson, 
who play 12-or whatever-bar blues, 
boogie, and similar test-proven lines, 
and who are technically, very strong 
players. I asked their singer/harpist 
Broderick Smith the other night why 
they didn’t work a few more home­
grown compositions into Carson’s 
repetoire.
“Except for one song,” he told 
me, “it’s all original.”
The sad thing was you couldn’t 
tell.
In fact, the artists who hope 
for something in the way of fortune 
and fame while getting into their 
music are the ones whose aspiring 
gets the most damaged, because they 
often become the big draws bored 
with the success of playing the music 
they don’t want to play, so compet- 
antly.
* * *
The split contained within the 
musicians’ heads — to try for the 
flash of doing what’s never been 
done, winning what’s never been 
won . . . or . . . submissively giving 
the steady sweet teat of something 
that’s known, maybe even loved, 
but certain, certainly real.
Two things that always seem to 
do good business are, a good steady 
time, and people singing. Another 
is a pretty girl lead singer. Well, 
MacKenzie Theory is a proven crowd- 
draw at the biggest and the best 
venues around. Theory’s sets are 
full o f those jittery time changes and 
reversals of mood which catch your 
imagination, demand that you think. 
Most of the set is instrumental. 
There’s a girl 4n the band, but she 
doesn’t front for it: she’s in the 
band because she’s good on her in­
strument, which is an electric violin. 
* * *
CATCH 22 IF YOU CAN
If you want to be a rock ‘n roll 
star, you’ll find that howling pack is 
caught in more vicious circles than 
you’d find on a ringworm infested 
rhinocerous. Suppose you’re experi­
menting with your music in some 
way, any way, say through some 
venture into composition, ideology 
and lyrics, style of playing, theatric­
ality, an unusual assortment of in­
struments in the band . . .  as you 
cumulate points in one or more 
of these categories, you rack up a 
higher score as a
SEEMINGLY NON-COMMERCIAL 
PROPOSITION
The larger your SNCP score, the 
larger your problem with 
PROMOTERS/AGENTS/MANAGERS
who must have faith and money 
for your promotion, and who must 
be competent businessmen. Faith is 
not the hardest of these to find.
There are a few large PAM or­
ganizations, and many are run by 
ex-roadies, ex-musos, ex-hippies etc., 
people likely to sympathise with a 
musician’s point of view. However, 
usually it’s only the sausage sales­
men who have the money, and real 
competence is extremely rare.
The larger your SNCP score and 
the lower your PAM score, the 
greater your next hassle:
LACK OF BOOKINGS
The LOB hassle is proportional
to lack of publicity and ineffic­
iency in organizing bookings, and 
leads* directly to the Catch 22 sit­
uation known as /
NO MONEY COMING IN
Money begets money, and when 
a band has No Money Coming In, 
they can’t get the money to get MCI, 
so they tend to stay NMCI. They’ll 
find it near impossible getting a 
name known well enough to draw 
people, difficulty living together, and 
difficulty improving their music.
They can’t afford new equipment, 
maintenance on damaged equipment, 
or the replacement of stolen equip­
ment.
Australia’s enormous tariff on im­
ported electric goods, and the small 
scale and unsophistication of .local 
sound gear manufacturers, mean 
that an Australian rock ‘n roll band
pany exec becomes a link that is, well, 
often missing: he’s usually a male, 
much older than the people who 
turn out to hear bands, who’s got to 
justify his decisions to head office 
accountants who never turn put to 
hear bands. This leads the record 
company e*c to an almost religious 
devotion to ̂ principles, which happen 
to be totally deluded.
One major delusion is that single 
sales are vital to sell an album, a 
fiction which, ironically, becomes 
fact, through being a mass delusion. 
If enough people believe that a single 
in the Top Ten makes you big news, 
you are, Big News . . .  however:
Catch-22 is again applicable, be­
cause a single must get airplay in order 
to sell, and to get airplay, the single 
has. to sell. The record company 
can back its judgement (usually con­
servative) about a single with money, 
but money won’t necessarily buy 
airplay.
The current rating stations in 
Australia have adopted a policy 
similar to the huge American bulk­
programming success, to wit (yech), 
psyche-enslaving Familiarity Program­
ming. This means that some radio 
stations have a playlist of as few 
as 25 records, mostly , from their 
“best-selling charts” , which smell 
slightly like floating oil rigs. The 
prejudice against Australian records 
has only begun to ease, and anyway, 
Familiarity Programming usually 
means the radio stations make certain 
people only hear records that sound 
like records they’ve heard before. 
Check your SNCP score.
If it’s high, you’re a long shot for
“It went down to about a quarter 
as good, did it? That was in Sydney. 
We still went over O.K.. we were 
still playing well. But the equipment 
sounded so bad.
“What was stolen?”
“Just my guitar amplifier top 
and Mike’s bass amp top.”
“Were they good?”
“Brilliant. My amp top is the 
only one -I’ve heard that I liked.” 
“How much was all that worth?” 
“The price isn’t the main thing, 
really. The problem is that my amp 
top was a fluke, I haven’t really 
been happy with anything Fve used 
since then. Mike’s bass amp was the 
same.
“ I had no guitar amp at Garrison 
last week, it just didn’t go. A couple 
of weeks before that it stopped 
working at Dandenong Town Hall, 
and Cleis and I had to play through 
the one amp . . . awful. And Mike’s 
bass amp is sheeocking.”
“I’ve got the worst bass amp in 
the country,” says Mike modestly. 
“ I mean, you need first-rate equip­
ment that if you’re doing something 
new that people may not have heard 
before. They’ve got to have it put 
over so well, because they’re gonna 
decide if they like you or not. If 
you hear someone playing something 
shithouse-sounding you just say, oh 
yeah, and go and do sortiething else, 
something new.”
At this stage of the game, it 
looked as though Strauss, who’d been 
helping out, were going to build re­
placements for the band’s stolen 
amps. But the two guys who were 
onto it got fired . . . and Strauss
He didn’t think we’d go over with a 
drunk audience, but actually we went 
over really well.”
Omigod. I’m far from your har­
dened cynic, but it’s hard to believe 
that this guy, (who’s been around for 
a decade, playing it all to teach himself 
red hot guitar), is still as un-famous 
and un-rich as he was when he hit the 
road, and he’s still naive (or some­
thing?) enough to play for $45 and a 
con-line. Later it came out that 
the $45 had been for four hours 
work. Rob didn’t seem particularly 
broken up about it.
“I guess we’ve been living lately 
on five bucks a week each . . .  since 
the band started, if you averaged 
out our earnings, I’d be about fifteen 
bucks a week for the past twelve 
months.”
I ask if the agency had set a 
minimum rate that they were sup­
posed to work for. Mike says they 
don’t knpw, but Rob goes on:
“ No . T . they’ve been trying to 
get us into these little places . . .” 
(a little anxious, a little frustrated) 
“ . . . 1  don’t think thgy really 
understand what we’re into.”
“ And so now” Mike says, leaning 
forward for his bass, “we’re into 
this interim of ‘MacKenzie. Theory 
will work for whatever you wanna 
pay them!’ ”
“ Yeah, well you should get out 
of that fast, it propogates itself.”
“ People like John Pinder weren’t 
much help there; he wanted that to 
happen. People would ring up and say, 
‘I want MacKenzie Theory, for a 
hundred bucks/ and he'd say ‘Naah, 
that’s too much for MacKenzie
MacKenzie Theory: (L. to R.) Cleis, Mike, Rob & Andy. I t ’s a great life, if you don’t weaken.
David Porter
suffers more in this regard than they 
would in America or England.
When a band is in the NMIC 
condition, stolen gear, accidents, sick­
ness, or legal fees for dope busts and 
raping small children can break its 
bones in a flash, and it’s getting 
tougher by the day to find cheap 
or free rehearsal areas with adequate 
room and acoustics.
The NMIC condition leads to day 
jobs, and that means less rehearsal 
time, shunting obligations, and in­
creased susceptibility to the old In­
ternal Strife Syndrome. If the band 
resists the day job option, and if 
the team won’t compromise musically 
to accommodate what their PAM 
problem considers to be the public 
taste — and maybe whip up some 
pub bookings — there’s a whole bog 
of trivia to be traversed, trivia such 
as starvation, disease, having no-place 
to call home, not being able to 
move about and/or being arrested 
for vagrancy, loitering with intent, 
and disturbing the peace.
Of course, a certain degree of 
compromise becomes more than pos­
sible with time, as the tread of those 
Coles sneakers gets thinner.
And a band with no money doesn’t 
have to resist the temptation of 
fleeing overseas, to escape Australia’s 
indigenous problems, and face a new 
bunch. However, the NMIC condit­
ion does not produce competent, 
creative, happy, well-equipped bands, 
and this, again, makes it
HARD TO CON RECORD 
COMPANIES INTO RECORDING
The larger the band’s Seemingly 
Non-Commercial Proposition score, 
the less likely the band is to score 
a chance to use the best medium 
for an innovative group: the album.
Australa’s recording companies are 
usually small tenacles of big sluggish 
octopuses. Many of them, such as 
Phonogram, are tied to overseas com­
panies (Phillips, in that case). Others, 
such as Festival, are linked to or­
ganizations whose top m anagem ent 
may not be precisely in touch with 
what moved the spirit_of last Satur­
day night at the Rockhouse. Festival 
is a far branch of that great tree that 
is Rupert Murdoch.
This means that the record com-
a hit single, and without a hit single, 
no album — it’s too much of a gam­
ble for the record company. An 
Australian record company can’t 
bank on having the odd million-selling 
LP to pull up twenty or thirty in­
teresting dogs and also-rans.
(N.B. Jethro Tull’s Thick As A 
Brick is possibly this year’s biggest 
selling album in Australia; Tull have 
never had a successful single in this 
country, although Brick’s continued 
sales pulled butchered seven-minute 
versions of the whole LP onto play­
lists. The growth in album sales has 
been related only occasionally to 
singles success, and singles are now a 
less important market than albums 
tfor the companies, in terms of turn­
over. I mean, Frank Zappa has had 
one single out with The Mothers of 
Invention — can you re member it?
. . .  but delusions are delusions, an d ..
They tell you you can’t get No 
Money Coming In without that hit 
single!
* * *
“We’ve just come out of a period 
where we’ve had hardly any work at 
all for a few weeks . . .”
Rob MacKenzie is moving around 
as he talks, fingers dodging down the 
frets of his black guitar.
We’re in the bungalow back of 
his parent’s Mentone house, with 
Cleis, MacKenzie Theory’s stormy 
lady violinist, and their Californian 
bass-player, Mike.
“Things were starting to look up 
when we went to Brisbane, things 
were at a maximum. Then we came 
down to Sydney and, quite honestly, 
we were all set to go over just phen­
omenally. The equipment was soun­
ding not too bad, the band was play­
ing really brilliantly, then the amp­
lifiers got stolen.”
He grins and takes to another 
guitar riff.
“And the whole structure around 
which our music has been based 
changed — mainly because the guitar 
began to sound completely different.
“It made our music sound — what 
percentage drop in quality do you 
think there was, Cleis?”
“Oh,” she murmurs, “about . . . 
75%.”
didn’t seem to see Theory’s promot­
ion as worth the gear any more. At 
this stage, Rob loses his amp in two 
days — unless he can dig up twelve 
hundred dollars, for equipment he 
doesn’t particularly fancy. He’s con­
sidering signing with A.E.E., a man­
agement agency he doesn’t know a 
fig about, if they can help with the 
equipment crisis. The A.E.E. are 
also offering help with recording . . .
“ It really is hard,” says Rob, 
“when you’re doing something good 
enough, po get a record company to 
go — ‘yeah!’ Most of those guys 
seem to be saying, “hey, do sum- 
thin’ reeelly commercial, don’t 
worry if it’s shithouse, and we’ll 
get it to sell on a single.’ ”
Mike is listening hard. “And then 
they say, ‘all the people who buy 
your single will buy your album, 
thinking it’s really commercial too! 
Ha-ha, that’ll fool ‘em!’ ”
“But when you come to the al­
bum, they won’t want to press it, — 
unless that’s also ‘suitable’. We’ve 
gotta get something going recording- 
wise, so we can play more gigs 
everywhere.
“ You’ve got to be a really big 
band to not have to work in pubs 
and stuff, and we haven’t been doing 
many of those jobs. That means we 
don’t get nearly as much brea d— for 
the equipment, and for people to 
eat properly, and so on . . . we’re 
certainly on the bottom, as far as 
work goes.”
“As far as work, and) probably as 
far as what you’re getting paid.”
“Oh we’re definitely the lowest 
paid working band around, we’re 
doing gigs for fifty bucks..
“That’s disgusting, you know.”
“ Forty bucks.” Mike looks at 
Rob?s fingers on the fretts; Rob 
goes on playing.
“What did we do for forty bucks, 
just lately?”
“We got forty-five at that Cam­
berwell lunchtime concert. . .  I know 
we’re getting forty-five for Garrison 
on Sunday night . . .”
“ How much did we get at the 
Speakeasy, at the Chevron Hotel?”
“ Forty-five,” Cleis tells him.
“The guy running it wanted to 
put us on, he really liked the band.
theory, have ‘em for seventy!’ ”
O.K., that’s how things are in 
the big time, especially for groups 
that take a perverse pride in no t 
worrying about the bread trip too 
much. Of course, musicians vary 
in their interest and ability in looking 
out for themselves. Joe Cocker 
finished an American Tour of the 
Year with $700; Leon Russell, who 
hustled the backing band, launched 
Shelter Records.
y * * *
Billy Thorpe was willing to learn 
about business. There were lights 
long ago when he’d put on a jacket 
and stand on stage with his hands 
behind his back, singing “ Deep 
Purple” between his teeth. His blond 
hair was short, his blue eyes shone, 
and mums dug him. Years went by, 
Thorpie’s hair grew, his eyes began 
vibrating instead of shining, and he 
stood up a few times in courts with 
hands behind his back. Now he’s 
singing his own words, and the Az­
tec operation is efficiently looking 
after business, bookings, even recor­
dings — they’ve got their own label, 
HAVOC,
Ross Wilson seems to have come 
from the other direction, There was 
a time when an enormo*us band 
called Sons of the Vegetail Mother 
was making avant-garde rock and 
very little else, and Wilson decided 
that a little bread was necessary. 
So with a bit of a laugh, he helped 
put together a stage dummy called 
Daddy Cool, which was designed to 
feed the boys. Daddy Cool was like 
Frankenstein — it rose up and be­
came a famous monster. Ros;s Wilson 
will escape its clutches but it will 
be a long time before he can live 
it down: he’ll keep getting publishing 
royalty cheques in the mail for 
years.
There are some people whio try to 
have it every way they can get it.
Frank Zappa might write a song 
with the line in it, “We’ire just 
too honest for our own good.” He 
has called an Album We’re Only In 
It For The Money. Like most brilliant 
musicians, Zappa finds it easy to 
parody a wide variety of “ musical 
directions” . Zappa was an advertising 
man before he became a rock ‘n  roll
star, and his merchandising tech­
niques were not only more sophis­
ticated than the record companies, 
they are complimentary to his music. 
Because Zappa could do nothing for 
a plain, simple motive, ±te changed 
his name and cut a single, hoping to 
g£t airplay and h is: first hit single 
after a career of selling god knows 
how'many hundreds of thousands of 
albums.
Reuben and the Jets did not Make 
It as single stars. Perhaps it was 
a matter of basic insincerity, det­
ected by all those little girls that 
Zappa hates out there in radioland.
Zappa is, of course, making it 
fine without a hit single. He pioneered 
the concept of the album hero. 
But he is not the first or the last i 
musician who can see both artistic 
and commercial reasons for develop­
ing an alter ego.
* * *
Mike Rudd, of Spectrum/Murt­
ceps, was once quoted as telling a 
conference on “Culture and Counter 
Culture” that he was a businessman 
father than a musician or an artist. I * 
asked him about it. He said, “ I 
think that interpretation may have 
been wrong . .* . another speaker 
used Led Zeppelin as representatives 
of the counter-culture. He said that 
when they were out here, playing at 
the Sydney Stadium, a lot of kids 
came to see them, and thete was a 
‘universal feeling’ amongst those kids 
at the stadium.
“I pointed out that those kids 
were really dupes of the big adver- 
tising/commercial machine that Zep­
pelin is — it wasn’t anything to do 
with a counter-culture, or anything 
like that. Big groups are a business 
concern. It’s only since WWII that 
the youth market' has been recog­
nized — and exploited.
“I wasn’t really equating myself 
with that. It’s just that it seems 
important to know something about 
that side of music, or else you get 
taken, left, right and centre.”
Rudd’s hint of a smile went under­
ground, and he said it didn’t matter 
what art you had to do, you weren’t 
ever going to be able to do that 
art until you got the machine func­
tioning properly.
The original Spectrum went 
through the usual hassles of an innov­
ative group: “Nobody wants to lis­
ten.”
He went into a rap about Famil­
iarity programming in marketing the 
music of a group. “We weren’t really 
playing to accommodate for that 
conditioned audience response any­
way; we were — and still are — play­
ing basically for our own enjoyment.
“Even with the business side of 
it — I wouldn’t involve myself if I 
didn?t enjoy it. I get a great deal of 
pleasure out of playing what I want 
to play.”
Spectrum started doing all the 
usual things — free auditions, cheap 
gigs, playing for other bands and 
hoping for referrals to promoters 
and agencies. Spectrum made a name, 
and became an expensive band, but 
it never was a very rich band because 
. it didn’t get very many gigs.
“We had a lot of prestige, and 
all that,” says Rudd, “but that was 
all. No money. One of the reasons 
was probably our high prices — 
but we couldn’t come down. We’d 
got ourselves up on that bloody ledge 
and we couldn’t come down.”
The way out of the bind was 
Murtceps, or backwards Spectrum. 
Spectrum is still a high-priced band 
that plays what it wants — only it 
hasn’t played for more than two 
months. Murtceps is a reasonably- 
priced band with smaller equipment 
and a more predictable repertoire, 
which has the same talented per­
sonnel as Spectrum, only slightly 
more bored.
“ How did the audiences react?”
“Oh, O.K., you "know, pretty 
good. I’d expected they would. It 
was mainly the promoters we had 
trouble with. Before we’d established 
the name Murtceps, they always 
wanted to advertise us as Spectrum. 
We had to put in special clauses, 
saying, “you shall not advertise us 
as Spectrum, because this is Murt­
ceps, you stupid cunts.”
I asked Rudd how he felt about 
playing, lately.
“ . . . the last three years have 
been tremendously static. Fve been 
trying to get the writing straightened 
out, and improve all the playing — 
technical things. We’ve been only an 
audial band until now, working really 
hard on getting the sound right — 
because that’s another thing about 
playing original music as long as the 
sound’s good, you’re free to play 
anything . . .”
Rudd went on to talk about trying 
to integrate his onstage and offstage 
personality. I asked him if he didn’t 
think he’d grown a bit cynical.
“Well, I still am. Fm still cynical, 
and defensive — all those things — 
still.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know . . . it’s . . . well, 
you can get it two ways. I think 
of myself as a bit of a compromiser, 
flashing from one side to another. .
“ You can either bet terribly arrog­
ant, and not listen to anybody else 
at all . . . or you can be really 
afraid of what people are thinking, 
what they’re going to say, and try 
to please everybody. There’s a’shalf- 
way point between the two . . .  I get 
flashes of both.”
Page 10 The Digger October 7 — October 21
Cat Steven’s new album:
Talking about... Angel 
D ustin Kansas City
LATEST
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RELEASES
NEW RELEASES,
PINK FLOYD, Obscured By Clouds, 
(Harvest)
EAGLES, Eagles, (Asylum)
TOM JONES, Close Up (Decca) 
JOHN KAY, Forgotten Songs and 
Unsung Heroes, (Probe) (Ex Chief 
Steppenwolf)
QUICKSILVER MESSENGER SER­
VICE, Comin Thru, (Capitol)
DAVE EDMUNDS, Rockpile, (HMV) 
GAVIN MCDONALD, Lines, (HMV) 
FELA RANSOME KUTI & THE 
AFRICA 70, Ginger Baker Live, 
(HMV)
UNDISPUTED TRUTH, Face To 
Face With The Truth, (Tamla Mo­
town)
Flight of The Red Man, (Rare Earth) 
DAN HICKS AND HIS HOT LICKS, 
Striking It Rich! (Blue Thumb) 
SPRING, Spring (United Artists) 
(Beach Boys wives etc.)
B.J. THOMAS, Billy Joe Thomas, 
(Scepter)
THE BUNCH, Rock On, (Island) 
(Sandy Denny, etc.)
COL JO YE, For The Good Times, 
(Festival)
JOHNNY O’KEEFE, Rock ‘n’ Roll 
Lives, (Festival)
CAT STEVENS, Catch Bull At Four, 
(Island)
JO JO GUNNE,' Jo Jo Gunne, 
(Asylum)
GILBERT O’SULLIVAN, Himself, 
(Decca)
by
Cynthia Dyer-Bennett 
Catch Bull At Four 
Cat Stevens
Festival IL 34663 (ILPS 9206)
“THC” is the street name of a 
chemical pharmacologically known 
as PCP. Originally invented as an 
anaesthetic for veterinary surgery in 
primates, it is now blackmarketed 
under the name of “THC” (not to 
be confused with real THC) because 
a small dose is much like a couple 
of good joints. A large dose can 
result in what appears to be a physical 
coma, but which leaves the mind in 
a psychedelicised state. Linear 
thought dissolves, time is timeless, 
embryonic journey. Sound is com­
pletely distorted, like a badly warped 
record, then tunnel vision, depth 
perception is nil, the world looks 
like a Hollywood facade as viewed 
through a toilet paper tube. But 
death perception becomes acute, at 
which point the body curls up in the 
foetal position. The mind reels, “ If 
I don’t remember to breath I’ll die.” 
Hyperventilation ensues, causing a 
spiraling mental awareness , of the
Grand Ennui. This lasts from two 
to four hours (unless downers are 
taken to combat the problem, in 
which case the damage is worse) 
until the body and mind connect 
enough once again to go get a glass 
of water, something simple.
So why all this ; rave about PCP 
in a Cat Stevens review? Because 
the best cut (and they are all ex­
cellent) on Catch Bull A t Four 
is “ 18th Avenue” , which was writ­
ten after a bad trip on an overdose 
of PCP in Kansas City. A mysterious 
group of cult people draped in white 
robes appeared in Steyens’ room and 
proferred their gift, “THC”. He took 
it and spent the night curled up 
foetally fighting it out with death 
in his mind, recovering barely in 
time to get to the airport for his 
early morning departure.
“ 18th Avenue” captures musically 
and lyrically the physical ind  mental 
nightmare of a PCP o.d. It starts out 
With Steve playing a gentle floating 
electric piano, then strange drum 
accents appear:
. . . oh the path was dark and 
borderless
Down the road to; the eighteenth
avenue
And it stung my tongue to'repeat 
the words
that Fused to use only yesterday 
Meanings just dropped to the 
ground
F tried to remember what I  
thought
“Don’t lot me go down” no don’t 
let me go down
Oh my hands were tied as I  
struggled inside
The empty wastp o f another day 
Memories were blank to my eyes
Suddenly the band breaks into 
a frenetic syncopated rhythm, 
smokin’ schitzoid smugglings, tension 
rising to a point of explosion. Then 
an abrupt stop, streaks I of sunlight 
appear from the electric piano, re­
turning to the original melody, 
. . .  my head felt better as I  
turned the car
And the airport slowly came into 
view ; '
One mile said the sign 
Checked my bags and made it 
\ Straight to end gate 22
Made it just in time, boy you’ve 
made it just in time.
Thé closing bars musically con- 
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That’s right, a Spider Rabbit
a... o ■_ it. a sooon. a glass.
Roadknight
by Talbot &c.
“ Hi, Fm Spider Rabbit, and here 
. . .  is a testicle.” '
Michael McClure’s funny little sur­
real horror play, Spider Rabbit, is 
on at Betty (La Mama) Burstall’S 
place in Faraday Street, Carlton, 
Victoria. It’s worth the price of ad­
mission.
Spider Rabbit is virtually a one- 
man show, and the man is Alan 
Finney, a weedy movie exec who 
looks funny even when he isn’t 
wearing good spider^rabbit garb. 
The spider-rabbit garb consists of 
eight spider legs (black) and four 
rabbit legs (white).
Finney comes out of his web 
and begins exhibiting Spider RabbiUs 
severe thought disorder with the sort 
of bright solemnity that TPIs get 
when they begin to rabbit at you 
about the hard time they had at 
Tobruk. The play is basically an 
inventory of some interesting props, 
to wit, a helmet with a head under
it; a spoon, a glass, some carrots, 
a couple of dozen handgrenades, an 
electric handsaw, a quart of blood, 
a kidney, a testicle.
Spider Rabbit chews carrots mes- 
sily, and hates war. However, car­
rots make him thirsty, and that’s 
why he drinks blood. He drinks the 
blood from his glass, with the testicle 
in it as a sort of olive (highball, ha, 
ha, said Colin Talbot). Drinking 
blood makes him hungry, so he 
saws the pate of the soldier’s skull 
with his electric handsaw, and eats 
The brains*with a spoon. He also feeds 
some brains to his dolls. Meanwhile, 
sdreams issue from the head.
An angel appears in a strobe, 
Spider Rabbit feels sheepish, and 
promises to be less cruel in future.
There’s only this weekend to 
catch the plajy. Lai Mama’s shows 
are at 9 and 11, and the late show 
costs $2 with supper. Digger staffers 
Gazza Hutchinson is the prelim; 
event, gargggling several of McClure’s 
ghost tantras.
vey that glorious triumphant feeling 
after winning the mental battle with 
pending death and/or Insanity, jeez, 
it gives me the shivers.
By the way, the rest of the songs 
are pretty amazing, too. To mention 
a few, “ Sitting” has a brilliant piano 
duet with Steve and his new addition, 
Jean Roussel, the 21 year old key­
board king. (In Melbourne they were 
enjoying it so much that they played 
“ Sitting” times in one show.) 
Alun Davies’ guitar is faultlessly 
superb (listen to the gentle acoustic 
work on “The Boy with the Moon 
and the Star on His Head” ), Gerry 
Conway’s drums are clockwork (check 
out his punctuation on “ Angelsea” 
or “ Ruins” ), Alan James, who re­
placed Larry Steele on bass, will 
at last reap his long due public recog­
nition, and Del (dignity) Newman’s 
strings are as tastefully discreet as 
befitting such a talented arranger and 
conductor.
P.S. Have you considered that 
if you transposed the first letter of 
each word in the title into a chord 
on your guitar you could probably 
play some nifty little tunes?
Alun Davies’ 
debut
by
Cynthia Dyer-Bennett 
Daydo — Alun Davies CBS SBP 
234184 (65108)
Here we have a classic case of 
too many cooks. As on Stephen 
Stills first solo album, there is a lot of 
very tasty songs on Daydo, but it is 
badly overproduced by Cat Stevens 
and Paul Samwell-Smith. Davies wrote 
six of the songs and co-wrote “Abram 
Brown Continued” with Jeremy 
Taylor, who plays acoustic guitar 
on the album. The line-up includes^ 
Cat Stevens on piano, Jean Rouselle 
on keyboards, Chris Lawrence on 
double bass, Larry Steele on electric 
bass, Charlie Gaisford on banjo, 
Harvey Burns and Gerry Conway on 
drums, and Del Newman arranging 
the strings.
The sleeve illustration alone, air- 
brushed by Phillip Castle, fashioned 
after a photo taken at the Chateau 
in Paris, is worth the price of the* 
album. Unfortunately the Australian* 
pressing fucked it up. The jacket is 
supposed to be a fold-out but appar­
ently CBS was feeling tight and left 
out the inside, which contained the 
lyrics and a rave by Jon Mark (of 
the Mark Almond Band), as well as a 
continuation of the full-circle picture 
of Davies, with maniacal eyes, play- 
ing with sugar cubes 6n the front. The 
cubes grow larger and larger across 
the back, and in the centrefold they 
become so huge that the left panel 
of the inside is one gigantic sugar-
lump. The edge of it is just visible 
on the righthand edge of the front 
cover.
The quality of musicianship on 
this record is first-rate throughout. 
Have a listen to the piano on “ Poor 
Street” , a hot rocker, it’s really 
honkin’ on. The vocals on the round 
which starts “Abram Brown Con­
tinued” are superb, with Cat Stevens 
voice adding that special bass depth. 
Jean Rouselle’s organ work on “ Old 
Bourbon” is deceptively simple but 
ever-so sweet, sounding like an accor- 
dian.
“I’m Gonna Love You Too” is a 
boppy number that I’d like to hear 
done C&W style, which Davies, with 
his folk background, would be quite 
capable of doing.
There are only three cuts that 
don’t make it. “Waste of Time” 
(which has been released as a single 
b/w “Portebello Road”) is only half 
a waste of time. The song itself has 
great potential, but Del Newman, who 
usually uses such discretion on his 
arrangements, has thrown in some 
strings playing a descending scale 
on the chorus that drive me up the 
wall. “ Young Warrior” is so over­
produced and over-overlayered that 
the original idea of the §ong has 
been totally obscured. “ I’m Late” , 
the Hillard-Fain white rabbit song
from Disney’s “Alice in Wonderland” 
is too silly to even write about.
“ Portebello Road” , with its sur­
prise banjo riffs, was co-written by 
Cat Stevens and Kim Fowley. It is a 
sweet little tune with a Graham Nash 
flavor, a bit bubble-gum, but it grows 
on you. (I still enjoy “Marakesh 
Express” .) Turn up the volume full 
at the end of this cut (or on “Market 
Place” , a gentle love song) and listen 
to the guitar harmonics, if I could 
hear that sound in my head all 
day, I’d be permanently high.
The best track on the album is 
called “ Vale of Tears” , a tender 
ballad of unrequited love
X  . .  you’re melting on the cobble­
stone,
I ’m cast aside like some gnawed 
bone. . .
I  know where we could go.
To a chateau
Close by to the Louvre Museum.
We could lie low $
Just playing for time.
But, oh I  know
A vale o f tears dissolves the show.
Alun Davies is a very talented 
man, and “ Daydo” is an excellent 
first effort. His brilliant guitar work 
shines through every cut. If he’d only 
get rid of his producers his next 
album should be a real gem.
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physical discomfort of a cold, blue 
bum, and your prior knowledge of 
what comes next, he reassures that 
the next part won’t  hurt a bit.
“Just a quick test, now. All you 
have to do is relax.”
Relax, hell! as he pokes a mon­
strously large, cold metal thing cal­
led a speculum up your vagina at a 
time when you don’t really feel 
like it. Because of the discomfort, 
you contract, making the whole pro- 
ceedure even more distressing.
He tells you you have a particular 
-predisposition to this disease, and 
assures you2* if the pessaries don’t 
work (as if bombs and abstinence 
aren’t enough), we can go into trie 
salt water and bicarbonate of soda 
douches, and if they don’t work, 
the gentian violet '* paint job will 
probably do the trick.
How do you explain a blue cunt 
to people?, “ Uh, it’s painted blue 
because I have this particular pre­
disposition to voracious vaginal in­
fections . . .
The bombs I’ve been prescribed 
were of the foaming variety, which 
bring the added delights of gurgling, 
bubbling and gushing forth, satur­
ating all layers of clothing and giving 
the distinct impression of a weak 
bladder/or permanent sexual excit­
ation about something you can’t quite 
put your finger on.
The usual reward for being a good 
girl is a gentle pat on a bare thigh, 
which concludes the examination. 
Sometimes the. pat goes a little fur­
ther. After sampled payoffs of wait­
ing for hours in an overcrowded, un­
derdoctored surgery, I tried out an 
an appointments-only practice. It 
was interesting. j
My elation at being seen at the 
actual appointment time soon turned 
to trepidation. Thè elderly doctor was' 
most paternal,
“ Yes my dear what can I do for 
you?” he asked, offering me a cig­
arette. I took it, and said,
“I have a vaginal irrita tion .” ;
“What are your symptoms?”
“I have a vaginal itch and a dis­
charge.”
“V’cll, I’m sure we can fix you 
up in no time. Just go to Surgery 
2, take off your clothes and make 
yourself comfortable. [At the word
comfortable I almost laughed out 
loud] Nothing to be afraid of.”
This seems a change from the 
business-like approach of others, I 
thought, as I found Surgery [2, a 
comfortable room with 2 (?) Beds,, 
of which one was the usual high 
examination cot and the other of 
the normal, single bed variety.
The leg under the chin business 
proceeded normally but the actual 
internal examination seemed to be 
interminable, accompanied by a great 
deal of personal attention. One hand 
remained comfortably resting on the 
hip while the voice went on.
“Tell me do you have much 
trouble with orgasms?” Orgasm? 
Fuck! I thought. \Vhat has this to do 
with thrush?
“ Now don’t be afraid. As a doc­
tor I come across a lot of girls who 
need my professional advice. Why 
just the other day I helped a young 
nurse realise her own sexuality.”
The fingers were still groping. 
“ For instance does your boyfriend 
or do you have more than one 
boyfriend eh?s Ha! Ha! Well does 
he/they understand you? For in­
stance I could do this to you for 
hours. Do you enjoy this? Is it 
better here eh? Ha! Ha! You must 
realise that young women need a 
doctor’s help often in sexual matters. 
Have you read anything about sex­
ual ppompatability?”
Fearing my friendly, neighbour­
hood doctor was a dirty, old man in 
GP’s clothing I stated the obvious.
“You: feel the examination must 
be completed by now? Y^s. Yes. 
Just let me feel your breasts for 
cancerous lumps.”
As Last as the speed of light he 
had me. “My you do have small but 
firm, young, beautiful breasts don’t 
you? Mmm. Mmm . . .  You know 
you should not be embarassed about 
this. You are just one of many girls I 
feel miay need help. You should be 
less self-conscious and more relaxed. 
Your body is beautiful and youi 
should not be embarassed by it.” 
Feeling styongly that I didn’t think 
this was the time, place or man for 
it, I grabbed for my knickers and 
madia a desperate leap off the 4 foot 
high bed wondering at the same time 
it *t;hat was why it was so high. 
By this time I had figured he was
getting more out of this than I was. 
Glancing at the other bed, it now 
took on all sorts of new, and nasty 
connotations.
Finally, after being reassured I 
was too much of the lady, I was 
told I should be internally examined 
at least once a month. Cancer, V.D. 
you never Can tell. With my knickers 
in h^nd 1 got up and out of there.
I  did take the advantage of being 
a sexually select client and took his 
advice to pay for 2 cheap consul­
tations instead of one so that I 
could get the lot back on HBA.
As I left rather hurriedly I took 
in the faces of all the young ladies 
in the waiting room. Had he been 
lying about these ladies who sought 
him out for the menagerie of their 
sexual problems which he patiently 
and thoroughly solved? But then so 
many healthy, young ladies couldn’t 
all have runny noses and ingrown 
toenails.
Girl Gonzo 
and deprived 
diggers
What o f the soldier o f the seven­
ties? Does a skinhead with, a rifle 
fit the era o f love, peace and hap­
piness? Reporter Jenny Brown was 
curious . . .
It was suggested to me that young 
guys in the service these days weren’t 
getting any. This seemed reasonable: 
I mean, having your head shorn does­
n’t do much for the looks of most 
guys (or women, cats, Shetland 
ponies, etc.). As for the uniform . . .  
to those females who feel that the 
military, conscription, and war in 
general is a Jittle off,- the sight of a 
man in a military uniform is not a 
mouth-watering sight, and those fe­
males are now in the majority.
Prejudice? Yeah, we’ve all got them 
— prejudices. I’ve got to admit my 
prejudice gives me an instant reac­
tion to a National Servie, and the 
name of this reaction is “revulsion” . 
Even though I know some of the 
guys are “human” enough to be on 
the mailing list of Rolling Stone.
With all this in mind, and still 
trying to keep it open, I tried to 
catch a couple of talk-oUts with 
young diggers, to discover whether 
their social intercourse problems em­
braced the sexual, I began by looking 
under “ Government” , under “Com­
monwealth” , under “ Defence Depar­
tment” , and finding “ Australian Ser­
vices Canteens Organization” , which 
I rang on the telephone. A matron 
of, I would guess, about 45 years, 
answered the phone. Was she the tea 
lady? I launched into it.
“ Hello?”
“ Hello.”
“ Uh, this is Jenny Brown speaking 
I’m a reporter for a paper called 
The Digger . . .”
“The what?”
( ’The Digger. It’s a new paper, 
only been out about a month.” 
) “ Oaw!”
“ Yes, well, I’m interested in 
speaking to some young men on 
leave from National Service, in regard
“ Oaw* come on now, Dearie, 
young men? You must be joking. . .. 
(breaks up cackling).”
“ . 1 . in regard to social ac­
ceptance and things like that, and I 
wondered : . .”
“Whad’ya wanna speak to young 
men for?”
“Well, The Digger is, interested 
in talking to men who’ve been con­
scripted, or joined up, in the last 
three or four years.”
“I see, yeeess. And you’re writing 
this story.”
“ ^es, that’s right.”
“ Oaw, that’s nice. Hang on a 
minute, Jenny — I’ll just ask.”
I waited while she consulted with 
someone. She came back laughing.
“ Alright Jenny — you don’t mind 
me calling you Jenny, do you? You 
sound j‘ust like a little girl! It’s 
alright, Jenny, I’ll just put you 
through to someone you can find 
out about all that from. O.K.?”
“ Uh, fine. Thank you,”
The canteen ‘phone-answerer had 
given me a slight case of social ver­
tigo, moving me from Type prostitute 
to Type curie girl reporter in less 
time than it takes to load a .45 
Webley. I was to speak next to a 
Colonel, and it wasn’t easy to get 
my face together for the lines. Ac­
tually, the Colonel wasn’t so bad,' 
though his name slips my recall. I 
went through the blurb, feeling less 
hyper-polite, more aggro, and I was 
careful to leave out the “young” this* 
time.
The Colonel took it all in, asked 
a couple of questions about the paper 
took me seriously, and told me to 
ring the Army Department;, spec­
ifically the Victoria Barracks. There, 
I had to ask for another Colonel.
By this time, I felt that I’d been 
living in a dream. I always thought
Colonels were employed galloping 
around battlefields, or at least, when 
idle, sittings chivalrously in colonial 
mansions in India, telling their grand- 
kids how they saved a handicapped 
girl of three from The Bengal Terror, 
a rabid, man-eating tiger of unnatural 
proportions. It was news to me that 
it took two Colonels to protect 
the diggers in the trenches from a 
girl f gonzo reporter.
So I rang the Victoria Barracks, 
asked for Colonel Bennett, (Assistant 
Director of Public Relations, no less, 
no more), and got his secretary. 
The Colonel B. was attending an 
important meeting, did I want to leave 
a message?
I explained the situation (again) 
to her. She suggested I leave my 
home phone number, so C.B. would 
ring me back at 2.30 pm, when the 
meeting was scheduled to end. O..K. 
fine. I left my number and signed 
off; the time was a little after 1.00 
p.m. Dead gonzo, I thought.
* * *
At 4.30 pm my telephone lay 
as idle as it had been since I hung 
up. Calling the Barracks, I asked for 
Bennett’s office, but the phone just 
rang oh forever. •
Around 9.30 am, the next morning 
Colonel Bennett’s secretary answered 
my call, apologizing for the previous 
night’s confusion . ., . “The meeting 
didn’t finish till late.” However, the 
elusive Colonel B. had slipped out for 
another “hour” or so, and would call 
me before midday.
3.00 pm: no call. C.B.’s secretary 
apologised again, and put me through 
to the man himself. He also apolog­
ized. I was beginning to feel a little 
neurotic.
C.B. seemed interested in the fact 
that a young female from an unheard- 
of paper wanted the inside story 
from Qur Boys. He asked a lot of 
questions, (in a confident, official, 
Colonel-type voice), he listened with 
a thousand ears.
“What kind of paper is The Dig­
ger?”
“ It’s a national broadsheet which 
comes out every two weeks; sold in 
Milk Bars and so on, here, with the 
Nation-Review. We can’t cover im­
mediate news, so we try and cover 
stories the dailies don’t touch, to get 
behind the news, to research things, 
and spend a bit of time on each art­
icle . . .”
“I see. Would you describe this 
paper as Anti-Army?”
“Weell, no . . . The Digger is 
just covering what happens . .  .”
“Just stories about anything of 
interest?”
“ Yes.” . f  '■ '
“ Ah, that’s good. You see, we 
have to insure ourselves in these 
areas. Is it registered as a newspaper? 
For transmission through the post?
“ Oh yes, of course. We’re quite 
legal.’’
“There’s a lot of dodgey public­
ations around at the moment — you 
understand how it is. You never know 
what might happen if you let just 
anyone talk to the servicemen.” 
“Mmm. I understand your prob­
lem.” T
After our having reached an “un­
derstanding” , the Colonel spoke more 
freely — about official leave, enter-
The Army, on the defensive
tainment for troupes, and a bit of 
ganda on Ailssie withdrawal from 
Vietnam, and army true-blueness and 
efficiency. He eventually got badkto 
thè point in hand.
“Did you want to interview a 
couple of servicemen, was that the 
idea.”
“Well, yes, something like that.”
“We could probably arrange it 
for you. Of course, I’d have to be 
present at the interview.”
“ Oh yes . . .” (thinks: that’s 
blown it.)
“ Nothing to do with me, it’s just 
one of those little technicalities they 
insist on.”
“ Uh-huh.’ ’
“Also, I’d like to have a list 
of questions you’d be asking. Not at 
my own insistance, you understand. 
Orders from above.”
“ Yep.”
“ Or there is another way you 
could do it . . . you could just 
stop a couple of uniformed men in 
the street, and see if they’d answer 
your questions. However, I must warn 
you that this procedure is against 
army regulations. It’s probably the 
best way to get your interviews. . .” 
“ Yes, it probably is . . . ”
“ But the regulations strictly state 
that servicemen are not allowed to 
say anything but authorised state­
ments to the press. They’d get into 
an awful lot of trouble if they did 
. . . And you would too, for taking 
them. I’d have to advise you, Jenny, 
that talking to the men without 
authorized permission would get you 
all into hot water.”
“ Uh.”
“ So I suggest that you fix it up 
through* me . . . perhaps you could 
send me a couple of back-copies of 
your newspaper, through the mail?” 
“ Certainly . . .”
“Just to be on the safe side, yqu 
understand.”
“ Yep.”
“The address is ‘Public Relations 
Department.”
“ Yep ...”
“ You’re not American, are you?” 
“ Uh . . .  no?”
“ It’s just all that ‘yep-yep’ business. 
Sounds terrible! Just like rriy daughter, 
you sound!”
“ Do I? Sorry, it’s just that I’m 
writing as you talk . . .”
(Laughs) “ I see. ‘ Victoria' Barr­
acks’. And then, when we’ve seen 
your paper, perhaps we can arrange 
something. ”
“Yes. I’ll have to talk to my
editor about all this, of course . . . ” 
“ Oh, I understand, I understand. 
Well we’ll hear from you soon. 
Goodbye Jenny.”
“Goodbye Colonel Bennett. 
Thankyou.” J
Lizard King 
tardy
The Lizard King’s scales are like 
zircons; his breath smells like a health 
food store. When he lies in the noon­
day sun, he lies so brilliantly that 
buildings burn upon reflection, and 
when his breath issues forth, it is with 
the sound o f ripping. Hatch, goddamn 
you!
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Whilst it is possible for us to 
write record reviews and score the 
albums ourselves, we feel that it is 
YOU the buying-record-loving- 
public, who should have their op­
inions noted, rather than us who 
live by the trade. So if you happen 
to have what used to be known as 
a DEEDLES DUSTY DIAMOND 
DISC or even a NEWIE that you 
know and love, write about it and 
if we print it, and if you nominate 
a couple of albums from the list of 
new releases, most likely we’ll send 
you one!
C&W classic
The Gilded Palace of Sin — The 
Flying Burrito Bros. A&M SP 4175. 
reviewed by 
Cynthia Dyer-Bennet
The Flying Burrito Bros, broke 
up a bit over a year ago, much to 
my distress. Chris Hillman has gone 
on to play in Stills/Manassas, and I 
don’t know what the others, Gram 
Parsons, rhythm guitar and lead 
vocals; Sneeky Pete, steel guitar; 
and Chris Ethridge, bass and piano, 
are doing now.
As a songwriting team Parsons 
and Hillman show a subtle sense of 
wit tinged with sarcasm in their 
lyrics that must devastate the people 
at whom the songs are aimed. In 
“Christine’s Tune” , the opening 
track, a name-dropping groupie is 
described perfectly:
Now a woman like that, all she 
does is hate you
She doesn't know what makes a 
man a man.
She'll talk about the time that she's 
been with you
She'll speak your name to every­
one she can.
She's a devil in disguise
You can see it in her eyes
She's tailin' dirty lies
She's a devil in disguise . . .
“Sin City” was written for a man 
in Hollywood whose office door has 
gold plated door knobs and hinges. 
This man somehow managed to rip 
off Hillman for his royalties for all 
his Byrd’s albums, and that’s a lotta 
bread.
The scientists say it'll all wash 
away
But we don't believe anymore
'Cause we got our recruits
And our green mohair suits
So please show your I.D. at the 
door.
This old earthquake's gonna leave 
me in the poorhouse
I t  seems like this whole town's 
insane
On the 31st floor a gold plated 
door
Won't keep out the Lord's bumin' 
rain. . .
I have read reviews by people 
who have been bothered by a man 
singing “Do Right Woman” , but if 
Baez can sing “ Long Black Veil” , 
Parsons can certainly sing “ Do Right 
Woman”. And a beautiful rendition 
it is, easily as good as, and more in­
sightful than Delaney and Bonnie’s 
version. The bass line that leads into 
the chorus always makes me marvel 
anew.
On “ Dark End of the Street” , 
a classic love song of an illicit ro­
mance somewhere along the lines of 
“Back Street Girl” , Sneeky Pete 
really has his chops up and his licks 
down.
“My Uncle” is a song about draft 
dodgers, and captures the moment of 
reckoning when a kid gets his induc­
tion notice.
A letter came today from the draft I 
board
With trembling hands I  read the 
questionaire
I t  asked me lots o f things about 
my mama and papa
Now that ain't what I'd  call 
exactly fair. . .
Now I  don't know how much I  
owe my Uncle
But I  suspect it's more than I  
can pay.
He's asking me to sign a 3 year 
contract
I  guess I'll catch the first bus out 
today.
So I'm  headin' for the nearest 
foreign border
Vancouver may be just my kinda
town
'Cause they don't need the kinda 
law and order
That tends to keep a good man 
underground . . .
I’d like to mention that the suits 
that the band jare wearing on the al­
bum jacket aré done by the king of 
C&W fashions, Nudie, and they are 
truly classics. Gram Parsons has 
poppies and marijuana plants em­
broidered over the front of his white, 
double breasted suit, Chris Ethridge 
settled for a simple design of red, 
pink, and yellow roses on a white 
baekgrouñd, Chris Hillman’s blue 
velvet suit has embroidered peacocks 
and silver studs, and Sneeky Pete 
has a gold terradactyl emblazoned 
across the front of his sweater.
“ Juanita” is destined to become 
an all time C&W classic. Parsons 
sings the story of a man whose 
lady has walked out on him and he 
sings into the pit of despair.
In a cold dirty room — that's 
where I  found myself
With a bottle o f wine and some 
pills on the shelf
Then an angel appeared, she was 
just seventeen
In a dirty old gown with a con­
science so clean.
Oh mama, sweet mama, can you 
tell me what to say?
She brought back the life that I  
once threw away.
A bit of a tear-jerker (but isn’t 
that what C&W is all about?), “ Hot 
Burrito 1” is a slow ballad of love 
gone wrong.
“Do you Know How it Feels” 
has a lovely rinky tinky piano bit in 
it that makes me feel like I’m sittin’ 
in the middle of Texas drinkin’ 
whiskey an’ branch water.
“ Hippy Boy” is a monologue de­
livered by Hillman which rambles 
along for nearly 5 minutes. I had 
been hearing it for over a year before 
I realized that it didn’t make any 
sense. The basic plot is that a hippy 
was in Chicago during the 1968 
Convention riots.
Hillman then asks everybody to 
join in on a chorus of “There’ll be 
Peace in The Valley” , which the Hot 
Burrito Chorus obligingly do in their 
most off-key, caterwauling; voices, a 
rousing finale.
Before, I finish this rave I’m com­
pelled to write that I am Sneeky 
Pete’s number one fan. If I could
lock him up in a room with a steel 
guitar I’d be perfectly content to 
sit, even stand, for weeks just listen­
ing to his riffs. His delicate sense 
of timing and taste is apparent 
throughout this album, and on all of 
the other many albums he’s worked 
on as a session musician. He gets 
a sound like marshmellows and 
maple syrup that seeps into my 
brain at a temperature of about 
83 degrees F., causing me to melt 
into a puddle of mellow mindlessness.
Star Spangled 
jangle
by
A bashful person
After the accident, waiting for 
the police and ambulance to tidy 
up the intersection, Dad and I 
stepped into the Museum, which I 
later gathered had been a favorite 
haunt of his in his youth. Standing 
before a painting or sculpture he had 
only two responses; either he said 
nothing, the usual response, or less 
often, in a tone of considerable 
humility he said “that’s a work of 
art” . He never attempted to convey 
to me in any other way the distinc­
tion between paintings-not-art and 
paintings-art, and I did my best with 
the generalization that a painting was 
more likely to be art if it were very 
old. I asked him once how you 
know when something is a work of 
art; he smiles softly and allowed only 
that “you’ll know” , which didn’t 
help then, but he was right. After 
he died I occasionally found myself 
knowing that the work before me 
was or wasn’t a work of art, but 
usually I didn’t have a clue.
There is one musical piece that 
comes to mind in this connection. 
It isn’t the only pop piece I would 
unhesitatingly call a work of art, 
it is merely the one that let me 
know that it was with more immed­
iate certainty and swiftness than any 
of the others. Remember the Wood- 
stock album? Remember Jimi Hen­
drix’s work on it? Remember his piece 
on the American National Anthem, 
the “ Star Spangled Banner”? It’s 
a work of art. My mate complains 
that he can’t whistle it or dance to it. 
He can’t whistle or dance to Picasso’s 
Guernica either.
Bogdanovich's credibility gap:
The
formula
madcap
movie
by
Peter Carmody
A friend of mine says that Peter 
Bogdanovich is so busy making sure 
that his look-back-with-nostalgia 
seams are straight, he doesn’t even 
inject a felt honesty into his material. 
At the time and before I saw Bog­
danovich’s latest . . . “What’s up 
Doc” I disagreed hotly, but now 
I’m not too sure.
Jammed with the comedy 
techniques of vintage Hollywood 
“What?s Up Doc” is étrictly fun to 
a formula. Now the recipe for a 
‘madcap movie’ (dial any film buff) 
is to take in large doses of Sennet, 
Hawks, and Capra, add a dash o f 
Lubitsch, stir in a nutty heroine
(Streisand) and a vague but hand­
some stuffed shirt (Ryan O’Neil) 
mix in four identical overnight cases, 
fill them with: (a) jewels, (b) secret 
documents, (c) a rock collection 
and, (d) Ms. Streisand’s underwear. 
Throw them and their owners into 
a large hotel and let the bags switch 
interminably, like the old pea under 
the old walnut shell. Inject a budget 
as big as a footy field to give it 
gloss and you’re sitting, you hope 
on a box office smash.
And a box office smash is pre­
cisely what “What’s Up Doc” looks 
like being, a real crowd pleaser with 
something for everyone.
The only reservations I have, and
this relates back to the opening 
comments, are that all the situations 
are the well tried and tested, dating 
back of course to a time when Amer­
ica was far more insular. New comedy 
ideas, ones that would be more rele­
vant to our time may be too sick for 
commercial cinema. Or perhaps more 
simply, they remain still-born whilst 
the collective psyche of America 
and her “ friends” is flat-out avoiding 
coming to terms with such things 
as crimes being perpetrated against 
the peoples of Indo China.
Yet despite these gloomy rumin­
ations and aside from Bogdanovich’s 
sychophantic tendencies it is a funny 
film. Streisand with her lovable ant-
Ryan O'Neil and Barbara 
Streisand together in 
Bogdanovich's 
"What's Up Doc?"
eater face is superb in her role, as 
are most of the large zany cast. 
The climactic car chase is fast moving 
with very little apparent back pro­
jection and has Striesand pedalling 
O’Neil, atop a delivery bike con- 
tainign all those overnight cases, 
hotly pursued by the rest of the cast. 
The right gags come thick and fast 
until the whole thing comes to a halt 
in the waters of San Francisco Bay.
The denouement takes place in 
the court of a hypochondriac judge 
who turns out to be the heroin’s 
father. Got it? The loose ends are 
professionally hemmed and you hit 
the street vaguely disappointed that 
the trams are not all out of control 
and that the colors of Melbourne are 
not quite Technicolor.
Mooning around the foyer after 
the preview waiting to see if the mam 
could give me a still to accompany 
this review I heard a lot of people 
saying “Gosh; it was, certainly a 
relief after all the violence we’ve 
seen recently” . That’s true, I thought. 
That’s very true. So . . .
Take your girl friend or your 
brother,
Take your dentist or your mother.
I did.
McRobertson Girls High jinks:
U niform s sym bolise school crisis
by
David Rubin
The system of promotion in the 
Education Department is weird. Some 
teachers who become Principals as 
a result of seniority have not kept 
up with general social trends and 
with the changes that have taken 
place in the attitudes of the young. 
The wrinklies, still insist that nothing 
has really changed, in the last twenty- 
five years, and push their outdated 
ideas on the students and teachers 
under their charge.
One of these outmoded hang-ups 
is, of course, the school uniform. 
Some students at MacRobertson 
Girls High School (who wish not to 
be named because of fears of victim­
ization), maintain that the uniform 
depersonalizes them. One student 
complains that the ban on make-up 
for girls as old as fourteen and 
fifteen eyars while at school irks 
them. But the issue of the uniform 
and students rights came to a head 
over two weeks ago.
On Wednesday, 20th September 
a nation wide strike of secondary 
school students took place. Although
in Melbourne it was not a complete 
success, the flow on from that strike 
could have wide repercussions in the 
educational establishments in this 
State.
At MacRobertson Girls High the 
strikers, after returning from their 
march, held a meeting outside the 
school where they reported on the 
discussions they had with students 
from other schools at the strike de­
monstration, comparing facilities and 
conditions and rules, especially rules 
about uniforms. Speakers pointed out 
that students are not required to wear 
uniforms at Brighton High, Sunshine 
High and to a certain extent at Rich­
mond High.
On the Thursday (the day after 
the strike) the Principal assembled 
the students who took part in the 
meeting an as a punishment for 
taking part in the strike, had them 
write an essay. The girls were insenced 
and met at lunchtime when they 
decided to get out of uniform the 
next day.
On the Friday, a large number of 
girls came to school not in uniform 
and were promptly locked out of 
classes and chased from one place
in the school to another (one day of 
learning gone).
The stalwart students and a few 
more tried again on the Monday and 
the Principal Miss Bowles, is reported 
to have said to them, “ You should 
not be in this school, you should 
be in Fitzroy High” . At a meeting 
between students and teachers headed 
by Miss Bowles, it was decided that 
all those who came to school on the 
next day (Tuesday) out of uniform, 
would have to produce a note from 
the parents stating that they agree 
with the stand of their children. 
Some parents do not agree with their 
kids and refused to write notes. Some 
students in this predicament left 
home on the Tuesday morning in 
uniform with their usual clothes in 
their school bags and changed at 
school, but without a note they 
were banished and so numbers of 
active supporters shrank considerably.
There are still about 45 students who 
are holding out with their parents’ 
support. Some teachers demanded 
notes explaining the two days’ ab­
sence and barred students from their 
classes if it was not produced. The
students maintained that it was not 
their fault that they were not at 
class. They were barred.
Up to the time this was written 
the girls are holding out. The threats 
have begun . . . threats of suspen­
sion, expulsion, refusal to enrol for 
next year, and so on. The intimid­
ation of students is escalating.
The uniform in state schools 
in Australia was supposed to be an 
equalising influence so that the rich 
couldn’t doll their kids up to show 
their social standing as well as showing 
up the poor. The equalising argu­
ment has really lost its meaning and 
so has the concept of uniform for 
school. With the change in dress 
habits of young people, jeans and 
shirts or jumpers are a universal uni­
form. Today, school uniform is often 
a stigmatizing element and the prin­
cipals in the “ Elite” State schools 
would often claim that the uniform 
of Melbourne High has a greater social 
standing than the uniform of Fitzroy 
and Watsonia High.
Students can’t understand why at 
primary school, up to the age of 
11 years, they are allowed to wear 
what their parents can afford, from 
11 — 17 years, they must wear 
what some schools prescribe. From 
then on, through Colleges and Uni­
versities (if they get that far) th ey  
are again free to wear what they 
want.
This one's Kerry's show:
Hip propaganda that works
by
Jenny Brown
Theatre: The Joss Adams Show 
by Alma de Groen
and
He Can Swagger Sitting Down 
by John Romeril
Performed by A.P.G. at the Pram 
Factory in Melbourne, Spet. 28—Oct. 
29.
Thank God that hip theatre has 
learnt to be funny about being serious 
and serious about being funny. These 
two shows are hacked raw of bore­
dom; they jump and grab at you, 
they’re point-the-finger, smart-arsed 
hip propaganda. What’s more, the 
actors look like maybe they’re having 
a good time.
“The Joss Adams Show” collects 
trash-cans full of sad and angry digs 
against sex-roles and throws them 
on the theatre floor. Joss goes through 
the pains of poor white pregnancy 
and marriage . . . in a playpen, in­
extricably wrapped in her bar bed- 
wire marriage which traps and does­
n’t shelter. Kerry Dwyer is Joss — 
and all that animal fear and ignor­
ance which runs a woman blindly 
into dead-end marriage rips down her 
face like acid — I felt a twang in my 
cervix. This one is Kerry’s show . .  .1 
saw her as an actress rarely. She 
embarrassed me as the mad and the 
crippled do, she was both and I felt 
helpless inside.
As in “ He Can Swagger Sitting 
Down” the cast of this first play 
is restricted to a tight Four. Max 
Gillies: and Tim Robertson (as Joss’ 
father-in-law and husband) while 
dropping dryness and ridicule with 
flair, obviously haven’t shaved as 
closely with the dominating female 
hang ups the play chews over. They 
don’t bum as raw as the two women 
in “ Joss” . Dwyer is perfectly com­
plimented here by Jude Kuring, as her 
let’s-pretend-it-isn’t-happening ma-in- 
law. “The Joss Adams Show” ex­
plodes a thousand subtle protests 
into physical obscenity, and this is 
really not a “ show” — it’s in the 
streets.
The sets and music in “ He Can 
Even Swagger Sitting Down” are 
equally as vital as in the first play. 
But where “ Joss” was framed in a 
gladdie-scented Peyton Place T.V. 
screen and stank with organ pathos, 
this second play is cluttered with 
clever painted props that double as 
see-saws, electoral platforms, and 
aeroplanes; its sound-track is drawled 
through by a country band in cow­
The school uniform has become 
an expensive item in educating one’s 
child. For the dealers, it’s a lucrative 
business.
Psychologists from the Education 
Department’s Psychology and Guid­
ance centre (who cannot be named 
because of the Public Service ‘gag’ 
rule) told the writer that all over 
the State (not just in the urban 
schools) many problems arise with 
children who have difficulty in ad­
apting to routines and discipline, 
and this is partly a function of the 
competitive school ‘rat race’ and 
partly springs from the parental ‘rat 
race’. According to them, the uni­
form is a piffling issue that no Prin­
cipal should take up. They maintain 
that the uniform will be a thing of 
the past in a few years’ time.
The students, of course, know that 
the uniform is only one aspect of 
the issue. To them the most tangible 
one that they can use as a means of 
expressing their discontent.
Demands for equal facilities in 
schools, demands for some student 
representation on school boards, de­
mands for informed meetings of 
students where they participate in 
running the school through their 
their elected, not appointed repre­
sentatives . . . these are the issues 
lurking behind this strange confront­
ation over clothes.
boy hats. Guessed yet? This play 
is about your friend and mine, good 
ol’ George Wallace — the pig-farmer’s 
pal. And while I viewed its one (left) 
eyed stand and black and white 
Visions of politics with wariness, I 
liked the intricacies of structure it 
bored through. A caterpillar in a 
rotten apple.
Max Gillies is glorious as Wallace, 
the pop-eyed, evangelistical bigot 
politician and golden gloves hick 
boxer made good. From his opening 
hellfire, addressed to the punching 
bag.
(“Mah child-hood meningitis 
hasn’t left a mark on me — ah still 
hayve nahnty-fahve pur-cent a mah 
facilities!” ) to his post-shot-at re­
dress (“ It doesn’t matter that ahm 
paralahzed — Ah still ahyve fifty- 
fahve pur-cent a mah facilties!” ) 
Wallace drips a wicked trail of poison. 
Shooting hippy guerillas from be­
neath the skirts of the Ku Klux 
Klan, campaigning with cowgirls,
appealing to the bigot and the reac­
tionary in us all. Tim Robertson, 
Judge Kuring and Kerry Dwyer 
sparkle through a maze of roles 
around the omnipresent Gillies meta­
morphosing and disguised amidst 
• the political melee. Graeme Blun­
dell’s direction is hot, quick and 
flung smartly together . . . the 
play comes out to you even brighter 
through the use of a giant shadow 
puppet show (see George fuck his 
newly-elected wife! See her go to 
heaven!) and specially-written coun­
try vote-for-Wallace song and dance 
acts.
But the Australian Relevance bit 
was brought in a little clumsily and 
self-consciously . . , did it have to be 
pointed out so plain that Eric Butler, 
Henry Bolte, Norman Banks and 
George Corley Wallace will go to 
the same place when they die? I 
thought everybody should know that 
by now. But I could be wrong. . .
How did getting raped affect by Robert Adamson and Bruce 
Lawrence R. Glaister. and what Hanford
happened to him subsequently? ______________________________
Zimmer has all the answers in the
next issue of The Digger. The second part of the novel
The Big O
by Phillip Frazer
(It’s taking it's time coming.)
J.B. gets 
her man
Jenny Brown, remember, was 
looking for a Nederlands Dans 
dancer who dropped out to get on 
the Australia Hare Krishna Positive 
Alternative Bus. She’s found him.
STRAUSS
POLKA
part of being  
professional
NOVA SOUND. 4 commercial rd. highett.3190. 954766
What’s 
Going On
Jo n Hawkes is talking to people 
who make films in Australia. There 
is some controversy about the way 
the Government’s money is being 
used to foster the film industry, 
and various people have given us 
material for a file three inches 
thick. We’re hoping Hawkes can 
explain what it means.
And a few other things to shock 
and amaze ya
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